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SSRTET LIES LS LIES 


To all good Fellowes, Profeſſors of 
the Gentle ¶ aft: of what 


degree ſoeuer. 


a Ind Gentlemen, and honeſt boone Com- 
5 25 panions, I preſent you here with a me. 
NS conceited Comedie, called, The Shoom«- 
2K) VS, ters Holiday, acted by my Lord Admirals 

Players ata Chriſtmas time, before the 
Queenes moſt excellent Maieſty. For che mirth and 
pleaſant matter, by her Highneſſe graciouſly accepted, 
being indeed no way offenſiue. The Argument of the 
Play I will ſer down in this Epiſtle. Sir Hugh Lacy Earle 
of Lincolue, had a young Gentleman of his one name 
his neere kinſman, that loued the Lord Mayors daugh- 
ter of London; to preuent and croſſe which loue, the 
Earle cauſed his kinſman to be ſent Coronell of a com- 
pany into France : who reſigned his place to another 
Gentleman his friend, and came diſguiſed like a Dutch 
Shoomaker,to the houſe of Simon Eyre in Tower ſtreet 
who ſerued the Mayor and his Houſhold with ſhoves, 
The merriments that paſſed in Zyres houſe, his com- 
ming to be Mayor of London, Lacies getting his loue, 
and other accidents; with two merry Threemens ſongs. 
Take all in good worth that is well intended, tor no- 
thing is purpoſed but mirth, mitth lengthneth long life, 
which,with all other bleſſings, — wiſh you. 
Farewell. © 


Az | The 


The firſt Three-mans 
Song. 


O the month of May, the merry month of May, 

Co frolicke, ſo gay, and ſo greene, ſo greene, ſo greene: 
O and then did I, vnre my true loue ſay, 

Sweet Peg, thou ſhalc be m, Sommers Queene. 


Nes the Nigbtingale. the pzetty Nightingale, 
The ſweteft ſinger ia all the Fozreft Quier: 
Intreats the ſwert Peggy to heare thy trne-lones tale, 
Loe ponder ſhe fitteth her bzeſt againſt a bzier. 


But © J ſpye the Cucko, the Cucks, the Cuckso, 
Se where the ſitteth, come away mp ioy: 

Come «wap I pzethe, I doe not like the Cucks 
Should lag where my Peggy and J kifle and top. 


Othe Month of May,the meerry month of May, 

So frolicke, ſo gay, and ſo greene, ſo greene, ſo greene, 
And then did I vnte my true · loue ſay, 

Sweet Peg, thou ſhalc be my Sommers Queene. 


CN ON A EO 
The Second T hree-mans 
Song. 


This is to be ſung at the latter end. 


Oles the winde, and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be eur god ſp&d; 
All is the weather that bꝛingeth no gaine, 
noz helpes god hearts in nad, 


Trowle the bowle the folly Nut-bzowne bowle, 
and hiere kind mats to th: 

Let's ſing a dirge foz@aint Huge: * 
and downe it merrilp. 


Do bone a downe,hcy dotone a downe, 

hey dery, dery, downe,a downe, Cloſe with the tenor boy. 
Poe well done.to melet come, 

ring compaſle gentle {oy. 


Trowle the bowle,the Nuſ-bzowns bowle, 
and here kind, tc. as often as there be men to drinke. 
At laſt when all haue drunke, this verſe. 


Cold s the wind, and wets the raine 
®ajnt Hugh be our god ſped : 


All is the weather that bzingeth no gaine, 
No; helpes god hearts in ned. 


RO TOTO 

Wes 2 . 

The Prologue as it was pronounced 
before the Queenes Maie ſty. 


A? wretches ina Srorme (expecting day) 

With tremb ing hands, ind eyes caſt vp to heauen, 
Make pray ers the Anchor of their conquered hopes, 
So we (deare Goddeſſe, wonder of all eyes) 

Your meaneſt vaſſals (through miſtruſt and feare, 

To ſinke into the bottome of diſgrace 

By our imperfect paſtimes) proſtrate thus 

On bended knees, our ſayles of hope doe ftrike, 
Nreading the bitter ſtormes of your diſlike, 

Since then (vnhappy men) our hap is ſuch, 

That to our ſelues our ſelues no helpe can bring, 

But needs muſt periſh, if your Saint · like cares 
(Locking the Temple where all mercy fits) 

Refuſe the tribute of our begging tongues. 

O grant (bright mirror of true Chatic) 

From thoſe life- breathing ſtarres, your Sun: like eyeg 
One gratious ſmile : for your celeftiall breath 

Muſt (end vs life, or ſentence vs to deat h. 
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Wes 


FE 
A plealanc Comedie. 


of the Gentle Craft. 


Enter Lord (Maior, Lincolne. 
| Lincolne. 


P Lozd Payo2,yoa haue ſundzy times, 
Feaſted my ſelfe,and many Courtiers moze, 
Deldome oz ntuer can we beſo kinde, 
| To make requitall of your conrteſte; + 
But leaving this J heare mp Confin Lacy, 
Is much affected to pour daughter Roſe. 
L. Maior Ctue my god Lozd,and the loues him ſo well, 
Chat J miſlike her boldneſle in the chace, 
Lin. Wiby my Lozd Patoz,thinke pon it then a ſhame, 
Totopne a Lacy with an Ocleyes name:? 
L. Maior. To meane is my pe girle foz his high birth, 
P8]ze Citizens muſt not with Conrtiers wed, 
Who will in filkes,and gay apparrell ſpend 
Poze in one yeare, then J am wozth by farre, 
Lherefoze pour honqur nie not doubt my girle, | 
Lincolne. Take hed wp Lozd,adviſe you what pou doe, 
A vorier vnth2ift lines not in the wozlo, - 
Then is my Coſen,foz Ile tell yon what, 
Tis now almoſt a peare ſince he requeſted, 
Rees wg 
with copne, billes 
Letters of credit, men to wait on him, 
Solicited my friends in Italy 
Well to reſpett him: bat to ſe the end: 


Scant had he journoped thzough halfe Germany, 


A pleaſant Comedie of 


But all bis coyne was ſpent, his men calf of, 
His billes imbegeled. and my folly Cue 
Alſham'd to ſhew his bankrapt pzeſence here, 
Became a Shomaker in Wittemberge, 
A godly Science foz a Gentleman 
Df ſuch diſcent : now iudge the reft by this. 
Suppoſe pour Daughter haue a thouſand pound, 
He did conſume moe in one halfe peate, 
And make him heyꝛe to all the wealth pon haue, 
One twelue months rpoting will wall it all, 
Then ſeke my Lo2d ſome honelt Citizen 
Ta wed pour daughter to. 
Lord Maior. J thanke pour Lo2dfhip, 
Well Foxe, J vnderſtand pour ſubtilty, 
As foz pour Nephew, let pour Lozdſhips eye 
But watch bis actions, and pon nted not feare, 
Foz I haue ſent my Daughter farre enough, 
And pet pour Coſen Rowland might doe well, 
Now he hath learn d an Occupation, 
And pet I (cone to call him ſon in Law. 
Liacolne. I but I haue a better trade foz him, 
I thanke his Grace he hath appointed him, 
- Chiefe Colonell of all thoſe Companies 
Paſtred in London, and the ſhires about, 
Zo ſerne his ighnelle in thoſe warres of France: 
S& where he comes: Louell what newes with pou 2 
Euter Louell, Lacy, and Askew, 
Louell. Pp Lozd of Lincolne, tis bis Highnetle will, 
Chat pzeſently pour Coen ſhip foz France 
With all bis powers, he would not foz a million, 
But they ſhould land at Deepe within foure dates. 
Linc, Goe certifle his Grace it all be done, 
How Coſen Lacy in what fozwaroneſſs 
Ace ail pour Compa ies: 
Lacy. All well pzepar'o, 
Tyne men of Hactford-(hirc are at Pile-end, 
$1tfolke and Elſex trame in Tuttle- Fields. 
Ty Londoners,anv thoſe of Middleſex, 
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the Gentle Craft. 


All gallan tly pꝛepar d in Finſbury, 
With fcolike ſptrits long fog their parting hour“ 
L. Ma. They haue their impzeſt,coats and furniture, 
Aad if it pleaſe pour cozen Lacy comes | 
Tu the Guild hall, he ſhall retetue his pay, 
An» twenty pounds belldes, my Bꝛethzen 
Mill freelv giue him, to appꝛoue our loues 
We bes 2 unte mp Lozv pour vucle here, 
Lacy. I. thanke pans Bonour, 
Lincolne. Thankes my good Lord Pays}, 
L. Mi At the Guild hall we will cxpect pour toming. Exie. 
Linc. C appꝛoue pour loues to me: no ſubtiity 
Nephew : that twenty pound he doth beſtow 


Foꝛ toy to rid vou from his daughter Roſe : * 


But Coſens both, nom here are none but friends, 
A woald not haue pou call an amoZous eye 
Upoa ſo meane a pzotect as the long 
Of a gay wanton p unted Cit en, 
I know this Churte euen in the height of ſco2ne, 
Doth hate the mixture of his blood with thine: 
A p2ap thee doe thou ſo remember Coze 
What hons2able fo2tunes wait on thee, 
Ancreaſz the Rings laue which ſo bzightly ſhines, 
And gilds thy he pes: A haue ns hepze but thee, 
Aad pet nat thee, if with a wapward ſpirit 
Thou ſtart from the true bias of my lone, 

Lacy. Pp Loꝛd J will,foz honour, not zeffrg 
Ot lands oꝛ linings, (03 to be pour hepʒe) 
De guide my actions in purſuit of France, 
As ſhall adde gloꝛy to the Lacics name. 

Lin. Coze, Foz thoſs wozds hero's thirty Poztugues, 
And Nephew Askew there's a few foz yon, | 
Faire honour in her loktieſt eminence, 

Stapes in France foz von till pon fetch her thence, 

Then Nephew clap (wift wings on pour deſignes, 

Be gone, be gone, make haſte to the Gatly-hall, 

There pzeſently Ile meet you doe not (tay, | 
Where hanour decomes, chame 8 delay, Exit 
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A pleaſam Comedy of 


Ask. Paw gladly would pour Uncle haue pon gone 7 
Lacy. True, Coze, but Ile oze-reach his policies, 
I haue ſame ſerions buſineſſe foz thꝛe dayes, 
Which nothing but my p2oſence can diſpatch, 
Pou therefoze Coſen with the Companies 
Shall baſte to Douer,there Ile mcet with you: 
Oz if I ſtap paſt my pꝛeflxid time, 
Away foz France, wee ll met in Nozmandle: 
The twentie pounds my Lozd Paioꝛ gines to me, 
Pou ſhall receine, and theſe ten Poztugues, 
= of mine Uncles thirtie, gentle Coze, 
aue care to our great charge, know pour wiſedome 
Bath tride it ſclfe in higher tonſcquence. 
Ask. Coze all my ſelfe am pours, pct haue this care, 
To lodge in London with all ſecreſie, 
Our Uncle Lincolne hath (bcfides his owne) 
Manie a tealous e ie, that in pour face 
Stares onely to watch meanes foz pour diſgrace. 
Enter Sy.Eyre,hus wife, Hodge, Firke, Jane and Rafe,with a peece: 
Eyre, Leaue whining, leaue whining; awap with this 
whimpering, this puling, theſe blubbering teares, and theſes 
wetepes, Ile get thy huſdand diſcharged, J warrant thee, 
ſwet lane: got to. 
Hedge. Paſfer, here be the Captaines. 
Eyre. Peace Hodge, buſht von knaue, hucht. 
Firke. Here be the Caualliers and the Cozonels, maſter. 
Eyre. Pease Firke, peace my fine Firke, tand by with pour 
piſherie paſherp, away, J am a man of the beſt pꝛeſence, Ile 
ſpeake to them an they were Popes. Gentlemen, Cap taines, 
Colonels, Commanders, beane men, bzaue leaders, map it 
pleaſe you to gine me audience; Jam Simon Eyre the mad 
Shomaker of Zower-fir&t, this wencd with the mealy 
mouth is my wife, I can tell you : Dere's Hodge my man, and 
my foze-man ; Pere 's Firke mp fine firking Journey man, e 
this dis blubbered Tanc, all we come to be ſuts2s fo? this ho- 
neft Rafc,kepe him at home, and as J ama true Shomaker, 
anda gentleman of the gentle Craft , buy ſpurtes pour ſelfe, 
and Ile find pou bots theſe ſeuen peares. 


Wife. 


the Gentle Craft. 
yeares hnſband 


Wife. tuen ? | 

Eyre. Peace Pidziffs,peace, J know what I doe, peace; 

Firke. Truely mater Cozmozant, you hall dae Gov gov 
ſeruice to let Raph and his wife tay together, Ws a pong 
na w maried woman, if you take her husband away from her 
a night you bndoe her, he may begge in the day time, fo h. 
as good a wozkman at apzicke and awle, as aais is in our 
Trade. , 

Iane. O let him ſtay, elſe I (hall be vndone. 

Firke. A trulie, che all be laid a one ſids like a paire of ald 
ſhooes elſe and be occupied fo2 no bſe, 

Lacy. Trulie mp fciends it lies not in my power, 

The Londoncrs are pꝛeſt, paid, and ſet fozth 
By the Lozd Paloꝛ, J cannot change a man, 

Hodge, Whie then yon were as good bes a cozpozall as a 
Colonell, it you cannot diſcharge one god fellow, and J tell 
pou true J thinke vou doe moze then pon tan anſwer, to pzefſs 
a man within a peare and a day of his maxiage. 

Eyre. Well ſaid melanchollie Hodge, gramarcie my fine 
fozeman. 

Wife, Trulie Gentlemen it were ill done koz ſuch as vou fo 
ſtand ſo ſtiſf lie againft a pooze poung Wife, conſidering her 
caſe, ſhe is newly mar ted; but let that paſſe: A pzay deatenot 
rougblis with her, her huſband is a young man, and but news 
ly entred,butlet that paſſe. 

Eyre, Away with pour pichery paſhery your pols and pour 
edipols, peace Pivaſſe, ſi ence Cifly Bamtrinket, let pous 
bead ſpeake. | | 

Firke, Pea and the hoznes too, matter. 

Eyre, Toa ſone my fine Firke, to ſone: peace ſcaundzels, 
ſ& yau this man:? Captaines, you will nat releafe him, well, 
let him goe, he is a pzoper ſhat, let him vanih : peace lane, dzp 
vp thy tears, they ll make his powder dankiſh; take him bzane 
men Hector of Trop was an Packnsy to him, Hercules aud 
Termagant ſcoundzels, Pꝛiace Arthurs round Table, by he 
L 62d of Undgate, nere fed ſuch a tall, ſuch a dapper ſwozdman 
by the life of Pharaoh, a bzaue reſolute ſwozyman : peace lane, 
I ſay no moze, mad knanes, 


2 2 Firke» 


A pleaſant Comedy of 


Firke, See ſee Hodge,how my maſter rauas in commenda⸗ 
e Rafe. - 
Rafe thou ta gullby this hand an thau goeſt not. 
Ack. J am glad (god maſter Eyre) it is mp hap 
To mut ſo reſolute a ſouldicr : 
Trait me ſo: your repozt and lone to him, 
Acommonfleight regard ſhall not reſpec him. 
Lacy. Is thy name Rafe? 
Rafe. Yes ſir. 
Lacy. Giue me thy hand, 
Thou Halt not want as Jam a Gentleman. 
Moman he patient, God (no doubt) will (end 
Typ buſband lafe againe, but he muſt goe, 
Via Countri-s quarrell ſaves it mult be ſo. 
Hodge. Thou'rtagull by my ftirrop, if then doſf not goe, 
I will not haue thee ſtrike thy gimlet into theſe weak veſſels, 
pꝛicke thive enemies Raph. Enter Dodger. 
Dodger. Pp Lo2d — uncle on the Zower-hul 
States with the Lozd Papo2 and the Aldermen, 
And doth requeſt pon with all ſpeed you may 
To haſten thither. Exit Dodger. 
Askew. Coſen, come let vs goc. 
Lacy. Dodger, run pou befoze, tell them we come: 
This Dodger is mine bucles paraſite, 
The . barlet that ere bzeath'd on earth, 
He ſets moꝛe diſcozd in a noble houſe 
By one dapes bꝛoaching in dis pick thanke tales, 
Then can be ſalu d againe in twentie yeares, 
And he I feare ſhall goe with vs to France, 
To p2ic inte aur actions. 
Askew. Thercfoze Coze, 
At ſhall behoue pou to be cirtumſpect. 
2 Feare not good Coen. Raph, hie ts pour Calours. 
Raph. 3 muſt becauſe there is no remedie, 
But gentle maſtec and my louing dame, 
As you haue al wapes beene a friend to me, 
Des in mp abſence thinke vpon my wife. 
Iane. Alas my Raph . 
| Wife, 
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the Gentle Craft. 


Wife, She caunot ſpeake foz w&ping. 
Eyre. Peace pou crackt groats, yon muff ard tokens dif- 
quiet not the bzauc ſonldier.goe thy wapes Raphe 
Iane J, J, pou bid him go, what hall I doe when he is gon? 
Fir. Why bs doing with me oz my fellow Hodge, be not idle. 
Eyre. Let me ſ& thy hand lane, this fine band, this white 
hand, theſe pzetty fingers muſt ſpin, muſt card, maſt wozke, 
wozke pou bumbaſt cotten candle Queane, wozke fo2 pour li- 
ning with a pore to pou. Hold thæ Raph, ber 's five fixpences 
foz i be; fight foꝛ the honour of the Gentle Craft,foz the Gen- 
tlemen @homakers, the conragions Coꝛdwainers, the fo⸗ 
wer of B. Martins, the mad knaues of Bedlem, Fletfiret, 
Lower-ſtrat and Mhtte⸗Chappell, crack me the crownes of 
the French knanes, a pore on them, crake them, fight by the 
Tod of Ludgate, fight mp fine boy. 

Firke, Mere Raph, herc's two twopences, to carp into 
France, the third ſhail waſh dur ſoules at parting, (foz ſsgzrow 
is dꝛy) foz my ſake firke the Baſa mon cues. 

Hodge. Raph, J am heaup at parting, but here's a ſhilling 
fo: the. God ſend the focram thy ſlops with French crowns, 
and thy enemies bellies with bullets. 

Raph. I thanke ye maſter, and J thanke you all: 

Now gentle wife,mploning lonelp lane, 

Rich men at parting gine their wines rich gifts, 
Zewells and rings to grace their lilly hands, 

Thou ko ſt our trade makes rings foz womens heles : 
Here take theſe paire of ſhoes cut ont by Hodge, 
Sticht by my fellow Firke,ſeam'dbp my ſelte, 
Made vp and pinckt with letters foz thy name, 
Meare them my deare lane, fo thy hus bands ſake, 
And every mozning when thou pul it them oa, 
Romember me, and pꝛay foz my returne, 

Make much of them fo2 J have made them ſo, 
That I can know them from a thouſand mo. 


Sound Drum. Enter L. Maior,Lincolne,Lacy, Akew,Dodges, 
and Soldiers: they paſſe over the Stage, Raph fals in amongſt 

them, Firke and the reſt cry farewell &c. and ſo excunt. 
5 3 Enter 
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A pleaſant Comedie of 
Enter Roſe alone mating 4 garland, | 
Here fit chou downe vpon this flowzie banke, 1 
And make a Garland foz thy Lacies head, 
Lyeſe Pinkes, theſe Roſes,and theſe Uiolefs, 
- Theſe blaſhtng Gillyflowers, theſe Parigolds, 
The faire om bꝛoydery of his Coꝛonet, 
Carrie not halte ſuch bean tie in their chekes, 
As tye ſwiet conntenance of my Lacy doth. 
O my moſt vnkind father ! © my ſtarres 
Ahr tour'd pon ſo at my Natinitie. 
Ta make melone, pet tine rob v ot my lone : 
Heere as ath&fe am I imp2iſoned 
( Fo2 mp dere Lacie's ſake) within thoſe walles, 
Which by my fathers coſt were buſlded vp 
Foz better purpoſes : here muſt Jlanguiſh 
Foz him that doth as mach lament (J know) Enrey $1544, 
Pine abſence, as foz him IJ pine in woe. 
Sib. God mozrow poung Piltris,J am ſure pou make 
that Garland fo2 mee, agaluſt J (hall bee Lady of the 
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harueſt. : 
Roſe, Sibill, what newes at London: 
Sib. None but god: mp Loꝛd Paioz pour father, and mai⸗ 
ſer Philpot ponr vncle, and maiſter Scor pour Covſin, and 
Miſtris Frigbottome by Doctoz Commons, do all by mp troth { 
ſend pon moſk hear tie tommendations. 
Roſe. Did Lacy ſend kind gretings to his loue : 
Sib. O pes, ont of crie by my froth, A ſcant knew him, here 
a woze a ſcarfe, and heers a ſcarfe, heere a bunch of feathers, 
and here pꝛetious ones and iewels, and a paire of garters ! | 
O montrous like one ef our pelle w Mke Curtaines, at home | 
herc in Old-fozd houſe, here in maiſter Bellymouncs cham- 
ber, J ſtood at our deze fn Cone hill, loskt at him, he at me | 
, ind&de, ſpake to him, but hee to mee net a wozd, marry gip | 
. thought J with a wanion, he paſt by me as pꝛoud, marrp fsh, | 
tre pou growne humszous thought : and ſo ſhut the dooze 
and in J came, | 
Roſe. O Sibill,how doſt thou my Lacy wzeng ? 
Pp Rowland is as gentle as a lambe, A 
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the Gentle Craft. 


Ko Doue was euer halle ſo mild as he. 

Sibill. Mild? pea as a buſhell of ſtampt crabs, helokt vp- 
on me as ſowze as vberiuice: go thy waies thought J, thou 
maiſt bee much in my gaſkins, but nothing in mp neather- 
ſtocks: this is your fault miſtris, to lone him that lones not 
vou, de thinks ſcozne to do as he's done to, but if 3 were as 
pou, Ide cry. go by Icronimo, go bp, Ide ſet my old debts as 
gainft my new d2iblets, e the hares fot againſt the goſe · gib⸗ 
lets, fo2 if euer I ſigh when ſl&epe J ſhonld take, pzap God A 
may looſe mp mapden head when J wake. 

Roſe. Will my loue leaue me then and goto France ? 

Sibil.J know not Chat, but J am ſare A ſee him ſtalke be- 
foze the ſouldiers, by my troth he is a pzoper man, but hee is 
pꝛoper that pzoper doth, let him go ſnick-vp poung Piſtris. 

Roſe. Get thee to London, and learne per feclp, 
Whether mp Lacy go to France oz no: 

Doe this, and J will giue thee foz the paines, 
Py Cambzicke apzon,and my Romith Gloues, 
Pe Purple ſtockins, and a ſtomachcr, 

Sap, wilt thou do this Sibill fo; my ſake ? 

Sib, Mill J quoth a: at whoſe ſuit by my troth pes, Ile 
go,acambzicke apʒon, gloues and a pairc of purple ſtockings, 
and a tomacher, Ile ſweat in purple miſtris foz pou, ile takt 
aap thing that comes in Gods name, © rich, a Cambzicke a⸗ 
pꝛon; faith then haus at vp tailes all, Jle goe Iggy Joggy to 
London, and be here in a trice young miſtris. 

Roſe, Do ſo good Sibill, me ane time wzetched A, 
will ſit and ſigh foz his loſt company. 

Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe-maker. 

Lacy. Pow many ſhapes have gods and kings deuiſde, 

Che rt by to compaſſe their deſired loues ? 

At is no ſhame foz Rowland Lacy then, 

To cloth his cunning with the Gontle Craft, 
That thus diſguiſed, A map vaknowne poſſeſſe 
The onely happy pꝛeſence of mp Roſe : 

Foz her haue I foz\oke my charge in France, 
Incurd the Kings diſpleaſure, and {rd vp 
Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolacs bzeſt: 
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O lous how powerfull art th an, that canſt change 
High bieth to baſeneſſe, and a noble mind, 


To the meane ſemblance of a Sho maker : 

But thus it malt be; foz her crael! father, 
Batting the ſingle vnion of our ſonles, 

Bath ſecretly conney's my Roſe from London, 
To barre me of her pꝛeſente, but J truſt 
Foztune and this diſguiſe will farther me 

Onte moꝛe to view her beauty,gaine ber fight: 
Herein Z2wer-ſtret with Eyre the D1@makey, 
Meane Ja while to wo:ke, J kat the trade, 
Flearnt it when J was at in Wittemberge, 
Then cherre thy hoping ſpirits, de not diſmaid, 
CTbou canſt not want doe Foꝛtune what ſhe can, 
The Gentle Craft is iining fo; a man. Exit, 


Enter Eyre making himſelſe ready. 
Eyre. Where be theſe boxes, theſe girle 3, theſe dzabbes, 
theſe lcoundzels, they wallow in the facbzewis of my bounty; 
and licke vp the crums of my table, yet will not riſe to ſ& my 


walkes clenſed : come out pon ponder-befe-qaean?s, what - 


Nan, what Madge Mumble-cruft, come gut vou fat Mioritfe⸗ 

ſ\wag-belly nhozes, end ſ pe me theſe kennels, that the noy- 

ſome filth offendnot the noles of neighbo2s: what Firke I ſap, 

what Hodge, open mp Shop windowes, what Firke J ſap. 
Enter Firke. 

Firke. © Maker, iſt pon that ſpeake bandog and Bedlam 
this mozning, was ia adzeame, and muſod what mad-man 
was gotinto the ſfr&t ſo earely,haue you dzunk this mozning 
that pour thzoat is (o cleere 2 , 

Eyre. Ah well ſatd Firke, well (a{d Firke, to wozke my fine 
knaue, to wozke, waſh thy fate, and thon'lt be moze bleff. 

Firke. Let them wah my face that will cats it, god Paſter 
ſend foz aDouſe-wife, if pon will haue my face cleaner. 

Enter Hodge. 

Eyre. Away flonen,anant ſcaundzell, god mozrow Hodge, 
gov mozrow my fine Foze-man. 

Hodge. © Paſſer, god mozrow, r are anearely — 
s 
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bare's a faire mozaing, good mozrow Firko, A could haut 
flept this houre, har's a bzane day towards. 

Eyre. © haft to wozke my fine Foze-man, haſt to wozke. 

Firke, Paſter, J am dzie as duſt toheare my fellsw Roger 
talke of fairs weather, let vs pzap foz good leather, and let 
Clownes and Plsw-boyes,and thoſe that wozke in the fields 
pꝛap foꝛ bꝛaue dakes,wee-wozke in a dzis hoppe, what care J 
if it raine: Enter Eyres wife, 

Eyre. Pow now dame Margerie, can pou ſee to riſe 2 trip 
aud go. cal vp the dzabs pour matoes. 

Wie. St to riſc 2 I hope tis time enough, tis early enough 
fo; any Woman to bee ſœne abzoad, I marnell how many 
wives in Zawerftreet are vp ſo ſw1e: Gods me tis not none, 
heeres a pawling. 

Eyre. Peace Margerie, peace, wher's Ciſly Bumtrinket your 
maid : ſhee hath a pꝛiuie fault, chee farts in her fleepe,call the 
— vp ik my men want chose thzced, Ale ſwinge her in 
à ſtirrop. 


Firke. Pet that's but a dꝛie beating, hire s Mill a figne of 
dzought. Enter Lacy ſinging. 


Lacy. Der was cen boze van gelderland, Frolick i bpen 
He was als dꝛonke he cold nyet ſtand, vp ſolce ſe byen, 
T 10 eens de cauneken dzinck ſcheue mannekin. 

Firke. Paiſter,foz my life ponders a b2other of the Gentle 
Craft, if hee brare not Saint Hughe's bones Jle fo;feit my 
bones, hee s ſome bnlandiſh w22keman, hire him god maſter, 
that 7 map learne ſome gibbic gabbl2, 'tw:1! make vs wozks 
the faſter, 

Eyre. Peate Firke,a hard woꝛlt, let him paſſe, let him daniſh 
we haue iaurnymen enow, peace my fine Firke. 

Wife. Ray nap y'are belt follow pon mans councell, vou 
ſhall ſ& what will come ont, we haue not men enow, but wee 
muſt entertaine cuery butterboxe; but let that pade. 

Hodge. Dame,foze God if my maſter follow your caunſell 
hes le conſume little bisſe, he hallbe glad of men, and he can 
catch them. ; 

Firke. I that he ſhall, 


Hodge. Afaze Godapzoper man, and J warrant a fine 
C wo)ks- 
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wozkeman : M after farewell, dame adue, if ſuch a man as ho 
cannot find wozke, Hodge is not fo you, Offer to goe, 

Eyre. Say mp fine Hodge. 

Firke. Fai h; and pour fozeman goe dame you muſt fake a 
fournep to ſeeke a new fourneyman, if Roger remove, Firke 
fellowes, it Saint Hughes bores (hall not be ſet a wozke, A 
may pzicke mine awlc in the wals, and goe play : fare xe wel 
maſter, God bup dome. 

Eyre, Carrie my fine Hodge, my bꝛiſke fozeman,ffap Firke 
pꝛate pudding bꝛoth, bo the Lozd of Ludgate Jloue my men 
as my like, peace pou gallimaufrep, Hodge if hee want 
wozke J hire him, one ef pon to him, ſtay he comes to vs. 

Lacy. Goeden dach meel er, end v b2o oak. 

Firk. Nailes if I ſhould ſpeak after him withont dzinking, 
I ſhould choak,e feu friend Oake, are pan of the gentle craft? 

Lacy. Yaw,paw, ich beene den ſkomaker, 

Firk e. Den ſkomakcr guoth a, and hearke pon ſk@maker, 
haue you all pour too!es, a good rubbing pin, a good topper, 
a good dzeſſer, pour four? ſozt of Kules, and pour two balles 
of waxe, vour paring knife, pcur hand and thunvleathers, 
and good Saint Hughes bones to ſmoth vp pour wozke, 

Lacy. Paw, yaw, bee niet vo2 veard, ik hab all de dingen, 
vour mack ſkoes grotand cleane. | 

Firke, Ba, ha, god maſter hire him, hele make mee laugh 
ſo that 3 hall wozke mozein mirth than J con in earneſt. 

Eyre. Pere peu friend, haue pon anpſkill in the myſtery of 
Coꝛdwainers? 

Lacy. Ic wet niet wat pon ſeg ich verſtaw pan niet, 

Firk, UVhy thus man, Ich verſte v niet, quoth v. 

ab, paw, vaw, ick can dat well docn. 

Firke. Paw, paw, he ſpeakes pal ning like a Jack daw that 
gopes to be fed with cheeſe curdes, © heele giue & v.11 nous 
pull at a can of double bcere, but Hodge, and J haue the van⸗ 
tage, wee mult dzinke firſt, becauſe wie arstbe eldeſt Zour- 
ne 


pmen. 
Eyre. What is thy name? 
Lacy. Hans, Hans Meulter. 
Eyre. Oiue me thy hand, ton art welcome, Hodge, _ 
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taine him, Firke bid him welcome, come Hans, rum wife, bis 
your mal da, vour trulllbabs, make ready my fins mens bzeak- 
faſts; to him Hodge. | 

Hodge. Hans, th art welcome, vſe thy ſelfe friendly,foz we 
are cod fellowrs,if net, thou ſhalt be fought with, wert thou 
bigget thin a Opt. 

Firk. Pea, and dꝛunk with wert thou Gargantua,mp maſter 
keeps no Cowards,J tell thee 1 hoe, boy, bing him an hecle- 
blocke, heers a new iearnepman. 

Enter Bey. : 

Lacy. O ich wer to, you ich moet een halne doen Cans: -- 
betalen: nere boy nempt dis ſkilling, tap sens freeliciie, 

Fxit Boy. 

Eyre Quicke ſnipper ſnapsec, awav Firk, ſcoloʒe thy thzoat 
tou ſnalt wach ii with Caſtillian liquour. Enter Bey. 
Cone my lait of the fines, giue mee a Can, hane to these 
Hans here Hedge, here Firke, dzinke pon mad Greekes, and 
wozke like true Zropans, and pꝛap foz Simon Eyre the @h@s 
mak:r,bere Hans and th'art welcome. 

Firke. Ls dame, vou would haue loſt a god fellow that will 
tcacy vs ts laugh, this bre tame hopping in well. 

Wife. Simon, it is almoſt ſeuen. 

Eyre. Iſt ſo dame clapper dudgeon, iſt ſeuen a clocke, and 
my mens bꝛeakłaſt not readie? trip and go pou ſowlt cunger, 
away tome pou madde Hiperbozeans, follow me Hodge, fol- 
low me Hans, come after my fine Firke, to wozke to wozke a 
while, and then to bzeakfaf. Exit, 

Firke. Heft, pam yaw,good Hans, though my maffcr haue 
no n1928 wit but to call pou afoze me, J am not ſo fooliſh to ga 
behind pou. I being the elder isurneyman. Sreunt. 

Hollowing within. Enter Warney and Hammon 
like hunters, 

Hammon, Coſen, beate every bake, the game's not farre., 
This way with winged feet he fled from death, 
Thi the purſuing hounds ſenting his ſteps, 
Find out his high way to deſtruction. 

Beſi des, (he Pillers bop told me euen now, 
Pe ſaw him take loile and he Eg him: 
A 


Kffirming 
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Atkirming him ſo emboſt, 
What long he could uct hold. 
Warner, If it be ls, 
Tis beſt we trace theſe meddowes by Old⸗Fozd. 
A miſe of hunters within,entey a boy, 
Hammon. Ho now bop, where's the Deere? ſpeak, ſawff 
thou him 7 
Boy. © pea. J ſaw him leape th2ongh a bedge, and then 
oner a ditch, then at mp Lozd Paiozs pale oner he ſxipt mee, 
end in he went me, and holla the hunters cride,and there boy, 
there bop, but there he .s a mine honeſtte. 
Ham. Bop God amercie,Coſen lets away, 
J hope J ſhall find better ſpozt to dap. Exeunt. 
Hunting within, enter Roſe and $bill. 
Roſe, Why Sibill, wilt thou pꝛoue a Fozreſter⸗ 
Sibill. Apon ſome no, Fo2reffer go by: no faith miffris,iths 


Deere came running into the Barne, though the Ozchard 


and ouer the pale, J wot well, Jlwk't as pale as a new chaſe 
to ſee him, but whip ſais godman Pincloſe bp with his flaile, 
and our Nicke with a pꝛong, and downe he fell, and they vpon 
him, and J vpon them, by my treth wee had ſuch ſpozt, and in 
the end we ended him, his throat wee cut, flead him, bn- 
hozut d h m, and my Lozd Paioz ſhall cate of him anon when 
he comes. ; 
Hornes ſound within, 

Roſe. Bearkhcark, the hunters come, pare beſt tab herd, 

the yl haue a ſaxing to pon foz this deed. 
Enter Hammon Warner, bunt/men,and bey. 

Ham. Gad ſane pou faire Ladies. 

Sibill. Ladies,D grofle ! 

War, Came not a Bucke this wap? 

Roſe. No,but two Does, 

Ham. And which wap went they ⸗ faith wee l hunt at thoſe. 

$1bill. At thoſe ? vpon ſame no: when,can yon fell 

War. Uponſome, J. 

Sibill. God Led. 8 

War. Z ounds then farewell. 

Ham. Bop, tohich wap went he ? 


Boy. This 
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Boy. This way fir he ran. 
Ham. This wap he ran indeed,faire Piſtris Roſe, 
Our game was lately in your oꝛchard ſeene. 

War. Can you aduiſe which way he toke his flight ? 

Sibill. Follow pour noſe, his hoznes will guide you right. 

War. Thart a mad wench. 

$ibill.D rich 
Roſe. Truſt me not J, 

It is not like that the wild fozreſt deere, 
Mould come lo neere to places of reſozt, 
Pou are deceiu d, he fled ſome other wap. 

War. Which wap my ſurgar-candp,can pon ſhew ? 

Sibill. Come vp god honniſops, dpon ſome no. 

Roſe, Ah do pou ſtap and not purſnexour game? 

Sibil. Jle hold mp life their hunting nags be lame. 

Ham, à deere, moze deere is found within this place. 

Roſe. But not the Deere (ſir) which pon had in chace. 

Ham, I chac'd the decre,but this deere chaſeth mo. 

Roſe. Che ſtrangeſt hunting that euer A ſce, 

But wherc's pour parke ? 
She offers to go away. 

Ham. Tis here: O tap. 

Roſe. Impale me, and then J will not fray. 

War. They wꝛangle wench, we are moze kind than they. 
Sibill. What kind of heart is that (deere heart) you ſeche 
War. A Hart, deere heart. 

Sibill. Who ener ſaw the like? 

Roſe, Cu loſe pour heart, ist poſſible pon can 
Ham. My heart is loſt. 

Roſe. Alacae good Gentleman. 

Ham, This pee loſt heart would I wiſh pon might find. 
Roſe. ou by ſuch luck might pꝛoue pour heart ahind. 
Ham. Why Lucke had boznes, ſo haue J heard ſome ſay ? 
Roſc. Now God and't be his will ſend luck into pout wap. 

Enter L.Maior, and ſervants. 
L. Ma. What ꝙ. Hammon, welcome to Old Fo2d. 
Sibill. Gods pittitzins, hands off ür, decrts my Lo3d. 
L. Ma. A heare pou had ill lucke, and loft pour game. 1 
3 am 
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Ham, Tis true my Lo2d, 
L. Ma. I am ſoꝛrie foz the ſame. 


"Chat gentleman is this? 


Ham. Py bzother in law. 
LMa. Y are welcome beth, fith Foz tune offers pon 
Inte mp hands you ſhall not part from hence, 
Untill yon hane refreſht pour wearied limbes. 
Go Sibtill coner the bozd,you ſhall be gueſt᷑ 
Eo no god chere,but cucn a bunters feaff, 
Ham, J thanke pour Lo2dſhip : couſen,on my life, 
Foz our loſt ventſon J ſhall fiad a wife. Excune, 
L. Ma. In gentlemen, Ile not be abſent long, 
This Hammon is a pzoper gentleman, 
A citizen by birth, fairely allide, 
How fit a huſband were he ſoz my girle ? 
Well, A will in, and do the beſt J can, 
T2 match my daughter to this gentleman. Exits 


1 Enter Lacy, Skipper, Hodge, and Firke. 

Skip. Ick ſal yow wat ſeggen Hans, dis ſkip dat comen 
from Candy is alwo!, by gots ſacrament, van ſngar, ciuct, 
almond, Cambzicke, eno alle dingen towſand towſand ding, 
nempt it Pans. nempt it voz v meeſter, dacr be de bils ban 
laden, pour meefer Sp non Ty3eſal hae god copen, wat ſeg⸗ 
gen ow Vans. 

Firke. Wat ſeggen de reggen de copen , flopen, laugh 
Hodge laugh. 

Lacie. Pine liencr bzoder Firke, b2ingt meeſfer Eyre lot 
det ſigne bn lwannckin, dare ſal pon flads dis ſkipper end 
me, wat ſeggen pow bzoder Firke ? doot it Hodge, cams 
© 9 Exeunt. 

Farke. Bzing him qd. you. heeres no knauerie, to bꝛing my 
maiſter to buy a ſhip, wozth the lading of 2. 03 3. hundzed 
thonſand pounds, alas that's nothing, a triſle, a bable Hodge. 

Hod. The truth is Firke, that the Þarchant owner of the 
Ship dares not ſhew his head, and therfoze this @ that 


deales lo him, foz the loue he beares to Hans, offers mp ma- 
ſter Eyre a batgaine in the commodit(es, he (hal haue a —— 


, 
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nable dey of payment, he may ſell the wares by that time and 
be an huge gainer himſclfe, 

Firk. Pea,but can my fellow Hans lend my maſter twenty 
pꝛopentines as an earneſt pennie. Wend 

Hod. Poztegues thou wouloſt ſap, here they be Firke. 
hark, they gingle in mp pocket like B. Mary Queries bels. 

Enter Eyre and his wife. 

Firk. Pum. here comes my Dame and my Paſker, ſheele 
ſcold on my life, foz loptering this Ponday, but al's one, let 
them all ſay what they can, Poxnday's our holpdap. 

Wie. Peu ſing ſir ſance, but J beſhꝛew your heart, 

I keare fo; this pour ſinging we ſhall (mart. 

Firk, Smart fo2 me dame, why dame, why ? 

Hod. Palter, J hope pawle not ſuffer my Dame fo take + 
downe yonr Journepmen, | 

Firk. If (he take me downe, Ile take her vp,yea and taks 
her downe to,a butfton-hele lower. 

Eyre. Peace Firke,not J Hodye, by the life of Pharao, by 
the Loꝛd of Ludgate, by this beard,enery haire whereof J va» 
ine at a Kings ranſome, ſhe ſhall not meddle with yon peace 
pon bumbaſt- catten - candle queane, awap Queene of Clubs, 
quarrel not with me and my men, with me and my fine Firke, 
ile firke pon if pou do. 

Wife, Pea rea man,you may bſe me as pon pleaſe ; but let 
that paſſe. 

Eyre, Let it paſſe, let it baniſh away: peace, am J not Si- 
mon Eyre ? are not thoſe mp bzane men? baue Shoomakers; 
all genilemen of the Gentle Craft *Pzince am J none, pet 
am J noblp bone, as being the ſole ſonne of a Shomaker, as 
wap rubbiſh, vaniſh, melt melt like kitchin ſKutke. 

Wife. Pea, yea, tis well, Jmuſt be cald rubbich, kitchin- 
fuffe,foz a ſoꝛt of knaucs. 

Firke. Ney dame, pou ſhall not weepe and waile in wos 
foz me: maſter Zle ſtay no longer, heere's a enentozie of m 
hop twles : adue mafter, Hodge farewell 

— Nay tap Firke, thon halt not go alone. 

Wife. J pꝛap let them go, there be moze maids than Paw- 


kin,moze men than Hodge, and moze foales — 5 
| irie. 
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Firke. Fooles ?nailes if J tarrie now, J would my guts 
might be turned to G@-thzeav. 

Hod. And if I Kay, J pzay God J map be turnd fo a Turk. 
and ſet in Finſburte ſoʒ boyes to ſhot at: come Firke. 

Eyre. Stay my fine knaues, yon armes of my trade, peu 
pillars of my p2ofeſſion, What, ſhall a tittle tatt'es wozd 
make you fozſake Simon Eyre? anaunt Kitchinſtuffe, rippe 
Fon bzowne bzead tannikin, out of my fight, mone mee not, 
haue not J tane you from ſelling Tripes in E@aftcoeape, and 
let you in my ſhop, and make pou haile fellow with Simon 
Eyre the hoe maker? and now doe pon deale thus with mp 
Jonrnep-men ? Loke pou powder-beefe queane on the face 
of Hodge: heeres a face fo; 8 Lo2d. 

Firke. And hoers a face foz any Lady in Ch2iſtendome, 

Eyre. Rip pou chitterling, auaunt bop, bio the T ipſter of 
the Bozes head fill me a doozen Cannes of beere foz my tour- 
neymen. 

Firke, A dozen Cans? O b2z1ne Hodge now Ile tap. 

Eyre, And the knaue fils ano moze than two, hee papes foz 
them: a dozen Cans of beete foz mp Joar1emen,heere pon 
mad Meſopotamians, /waſh pour liners with this liquour, 
where bee the odde ten? no m22s Padge, no maze well (aid, 
drink t to wozk: what wozk doſt thou Hodge? what wozk? 

Hod. I am a making a paire of hors foz my L82d Palozs 
daughter, mittreſſe Role. 

Firk. And J a paire of hoes foz Sibill my Loꝛds maide, A 
deale with her. a 

Eyre. Sibill? fie, deffle not thy fine wozkemanly fingers 
wi 6 the fect of Kitchinſtuffe, and baſting ladles, Ladies of 
the Court, fine Ladies, my lads.commit their feet to our aps 
parrelling put groſſe wozke to Hans: parke and ſeams: park 
and ſeame. : 

Firk, Fo2 parking and ſeaming let me alone, 1come tot. 

Hod. Well maſter ail this is from the bias, doe you re- 
memoer the Shippe my fellow Hans told you of, the Ship per 
and he are bath d2ink*inx at the wan? here be the Poztigues 
to giae earneſt. i? vou gas though with it, pon cannot cyoſe 
but vs a Lo at leait. 1 1 

b Ik · 


the Gentle Craft. 


Firk. Nay dame, if m mater pꝛoue not a Lend, and pou 
a Lady,hang me. 

Wife. Bea like enough, if you may loyter and tipple thus. 

Firke. Tipple Dame : uns we haue beene bargaining with 
Skellam Scanderbag: can you Dutch ſpzeaken, fo; a Shippe 
of Silke Cipzefſe,laden with Þugar Candy, 

Enter the boy with a veluet coat, and an Aldermans 
gowne,Eyre puts it on, 

Eyr. Peace Firk,fflence tittle tattle ; Hodge, ile go thzough 
with it, heers a ſeale ring and J baue ſent fo2 a garded gown 
and a damiſke caſocke,ſee where it comes,loke heere Paggy, 
helpe me Firke, appatrell me Hodge, filks and ſatten you mad 
Philitives,flze and ſatten. a 

Firk. Ha, ha, my maſter will be as pꝛond as a dogge in a 
douhlet, all in beaten damaſk? and veluet. 

Eyr. @oftly Firke, fcz rearing of the nap, and wearing 
thꝛead beare mp garments : how doſt thou like mee Firke ? 
how do Jl20oke my fine Hodge? 

Hod. Why now you lake like pour (rife maſfcr, J wars 
rant pon, ther's few in the citie, bat will giae pou the wall, 
and came vpon you with the right wozſhipfull, 

Firk. Nailes my maſter lookes like a th2ead-beare cloaks 
new turn d, and dzeſt: Lozd, Lozd, to ſee what good raiment 
doth ? dame, dame are pon not enamoured ? 

Eyr. Bow ſaiſt thou Paggy am A not bziſk - am J not fince 

Wife. Fine? by my troth ſweet heart very fine :by my troth 
1 nener likt thee ſo well in my life ſweet heart. Bat let that 
paſſe, I warrant there bee many women in the citie haue not 
ſuch hand ſo me huſbands, but onoly fo; their apparrell, bat let 
that paſſe too, Enter Hans and Skipper. 

Hans. God den day meſter, dis be de ſkipper dat heb de ſkip 
van — de commodity ben god, newpt it meſter, 
nempt it. 

Eyr. God a mercp Hans, welcome Skipper, where lies this 
ſhip of marchandize: 

Skip. Deſkip beene in rouere: doz be v in ſagar, ciuit, Al- 
monds, Cambziche, and a towſand towſand tings, gots ſa- 
trament, nempt it meter, pe ſal heb _ copen. _ 

: Ike. 


Ln. Not there ? Dod. o, my god L %. 
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Firk, To him maiffcr, © ſweet maiſter, © ſweet lvares, 
Pꝛuncs. Almonds, Suger tant p. Carret rots, Turnipe, O 
brace fatling meat, let nota man bup a nutmcg but your ſelf, 

Eyre. Peace Firke, teme Skipper, Jie goe abw2d with reus 
Hans haue pou made him d;inke ? 

Skip. Paw, paw, it teb vrale ge dzunke. 

Eyre. Come Hans foilow me Skipper, thou halt haue my 
tountenante in the citte. Excunt. 

Firke. Paw heb veale ge dzunke, quoth a: they may Well 
be called butter boxes, when they d2inke fat vb ele and thicke 
t&re to: but come Dame, I hope poule chide vs no moze. 

Wife. No faith Firke, no per dy Hodge, 1 do feele honour 
crepe bpon me, and wi ich is nioze, a certaine riſing in my 
fleſb, but lit ihat paſſe. 

Firke Riſirig in your fi: do pon kale ſap pon ? J pon may 
be with child, but why ſhculd not my maſter f&le a riſing in 
his fl h, hauing a gowne and a gold ria g on, but pon are ſuch 
a ſht w, ponle ſone pull him downe. 

Wife, Ma, ha, pꝛethe peace, thou me bſt my wozſhip laugb, 
but let that paſſe: come ile goe in Hodge, pzethe goe befoze 
me, Firke follow me. 

Firk, Firke doth follow, Hodge poſſe ont in ſtate. Excunt, 

Enter Lincolne and Dodger. . 5 

Lin. Now new god Dodger, whals the ncbves in France ? 

Dodg. Pp Lc2d,vpon the eigytanth day of Pap, 

ge French and Englich were p2epared to fight, 

Cach fide with cagar furie gane the ſigne 

Ok a moſt hot encounter, fiue lang honres 

Both armies fought together: at the length, 

Che lo! of bico2te fell on our ſides, 

Twelue thouſand of the Frenchmen that dap dide, 
Foure theuſand Engliſh, ad no man of name, 
But Captaine Hyam and poung Ardington, 

Two gallant gentlemen, J knew them well. 

Lin. But Dodger, pꝛethtæ tell me in this fight, 
Ho did me cozen Lacy beate hiniſelfe ? 

Dod. y Lo3zd pour cozen Lacy was not there. 
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Lin. Sure thou mifakef, 
I ſawhim chipt, and a thouſand eyes beflds ” 
Were witneſſe of tbe farewells which he gaue, 4 
Chen J with weptag eyes bid him ade? 
Dodger take hd. | 
- Dodg. Ps Lozd Jam aduiſde 
Tat what 1 (peake is true: to p3one it fo, 
His tozen Azkew that ſupplide his place, 
Sent me foz bim from France, that ſecretly 
Ve might conuey himſeife hither. 
Lin, If cuen ſo, 
Dares he ſo careleſſelp venture his life, 
Upon the indignation of a King ? 
N uh ho diſpil'd my lone,ad ſpurnd thoſe fauours 
Which J with pz9digall hand powzed on his head? 
He Hall repent his rachneſſe with his ſoule, 
Since of my lone he makes no eſtimate, 
Jie make him wiſh he had not knowne mp hate, 
Tou haſt no other newes ? 

Dodg. None elſe, my Loz?, 

Linc. None wozſe J know thou haſt : pꝛocure the Bing 
Cicro one his giddie bꝛowes with ample honours, 
Send him chicfe Calonell, and alt my hope 
Thus to be dacht ? bn! tis in vaine to grieue, 

One cuill cannot a woꝛſe releae: 

Ap on my life J haue found out this plot, 

The old dog Lone that fawnd bpon him ſo, 

Lone to that pnling gi le, his faire ch&kt Roſe, 
The Lozd Patozs daughter hath diſtracted him, 
And in the fire of that loues lunacie, 

Math he burat vp himſelfe, conſum'd his credit, 
Loſt the Kings loue, pea and J ſeare his life, 
Oaelp to get a wanton to his wife: 

Dodger, it is ſo, 

Dodg. I feare ſo my god Loz?, 

Linco. It is ſo, nay ſure it cannot be. 

Jam at my wits end Dodger, 

Dodg. Peamy Lo, d. 

| O2 Lin. 
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Lin. Thou art acquainted with my Nephewes haunts, 
Spend this gold fo2 it y paines,go ſ&ke him ont, 
Ma mp Lozd Paiozs, there (if he line) 
Dodger, tbou ſhalt be ſure ts miet with him: 
Pꝛe ther be diligent. Lacy, thy name 
Liu' d onte in honour now dead in ſhame : 
Be tirtum pect. 0 Exit. 

Dod. J warrant yon my L82d, Exit, 

Enter Lord Maior,and Maſter Scot. 

L. Ma. Sod maſter Scot, I haue bene bold with pou, 
To be a witneſſe to a wedding knof, 
Be t wirt paung maſter Hammon and mp daughter. 
© ſtand allde, \& where the louecs come. 

Enter Hammon and Roſe. 
Roſe, Can it be poſſible you loue me ſo 7 


| No, no, within thoſe epe-balls J eſpe, 


Apparaat likelrhods of flatterte, 
Pꝛay now let go my hand, 
Ham. Swet miſlres Roſe, 
Miſconſtcue not my wo2ds,noz miſconteiue 
Df my affection, whoſe denoted ſouls 
Sweares that J loue th& derer than my heart. 
Roſe. As dere as pour obne heart? J iudge it right. 
Men lone their hearts bet when th are out of ſight. 
Ham, J loue pou, by this Hand, 
Roſe. Pet hands cf now : 
If fleſh be fraile, how weake and frail's pour vow ? 
Ham, Then by wy life J \weare, 
Roſe. Then ds not bzawle, . 
One quarrell loſeth wife and life and all, 
Is not pour meaning thus: 
Ham. In faith yon iet. 
Roſe. Lone loues to ſpozt,therefoze leaue lone p axe beſt. 
LMa. Mhat⸗ ſquare they maſter Scot / 
Scot. Dir, neuer doubt, 
Louers are quickly in, and quickly out. 
Ham. Sweet Roſe, be not ſo range in fanſying me, 
Nay neuer turne a ſide, ſhun not my fight, 
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A am not growne ſo fond, to fond my lone, 
Du any that ſhall quit it with dildaine, 
Af yon will loue me, ſo:it not, farewell. 
L. Ma. Why how nowloners, are you bothagreed t 
Ham. Pes faith mp Lezd. (daughter, 
L.Ma Tis wel me pour hand, giue me pours 
How now, both pull backe, what meanes this, Girle ? 
Roſe, J meane to liue a maide, | 
Ham. But not to die one pawſe cre that be ſaid. ide. 
L. Ma. Gill pou fill croſſe ms: ſtill be obEinate 2 
Ham. Nay chide her not my Lozd foz doing well, 
If the can line an happie virgins life, 
Tis far moze blefſed than to be a wife. 
Roſe, Wap fir I cannot, J haue made a vow, 
ho euer be my huſband tis not you, 
I. Ma. Pour tongue is quicke, but ꝙ. Hammon know, 
J bad you ms to another end. 
— Wrhaf, would ysn haue me pule, and pine, and pꝛap, 
With louely Lady miſti is of my heart, 
Pardon your ſeraant,and the x imer play, 
Rapling on Cupid, and his tyrants dart? 
Oz ſhall J vndertake ſome martiall ſpoile, 
Wearing your glone at Tarney, and at Tilt, 
And tell how many gallants J bahozſt,. 
Sd ect, will this pleaſure pou ? 
Roſe. Pes, when wilt begin ? 
What loue-rimes man : fie on that deadly ſinne. 
L. Ma. If pou will haue her, Jle make her agre&. 
Ham. Enfozced loue is wozſe than hate tome, 
Chere is a wench keps ſhop in the old change, 
To her will J, it is not wealth J (&ke, 
I baue encagb,anc will pzefer her loue 
Befoze the wozld : mp good Lo2d Palo; adew, 
Old lone foz me, haue no lucke with new. Exit. 
L. Ma. Now mammet pon haue well behan d your ſelfs. 
But pou ſhall core pour copnefſe it Jline ? 
Who's within there ? (@ pou connep pour miſtris 
Straight to ty old Fozd,Jle I you ſtraite enough, 


Foze 
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Foe God J would haue ſino2ne the puling girle 

Wonld willinglp accept Hammons tone ; 

But vaniſh him my thonghts, ga minion in. Exit Roſe, 
Now tell me maſter Scot, would pon haus thought 
That mater Symon Eyre the Shomaker 

Mad bene of wealth to buy ſuch merchandize ? 

Scot. *iT was well my Lozd,your honour, and my ſelfe, 
Grew partners with him, foꝛ pour billes of lading 
Sheb that Eyres gaines in one commoditie 
Kiſe at the leaſt to full thz& thouſand pound, 

Beſides like geine in other merchandize. 

L. Ma. A ell, he (hall ſpend ſome of his thouſands now, 
Foz Jhane ſent feʒ him to the Guild Hall, Enter Eyre. 
Seer where he comes : god mozrow maſter Epꝛe. 

Eyre, Poe Simon Eyre, my Lozd,vour ſhomaker, 

L. Ma. Well well, it itkes your ſelfe to terme pon ſo, 

. Enter Dodger. > 
Now ꝙ. Dodger, whats the newes with pou ? 

Dodg. Ide gladly ſpeake in pꝛiuate to pour Yonoz. 

L. Ma. Pou ſhall,yonſhall : maſter Eyre, and ꝙꝓ. Scot, 
J bane ſome buffneſſe with this gentleman, 

J pꝛap let me intreat pon to walke befozo 
To the Guild hall, Ale follow pꝛeſently, 
Maiſter Eyre, J hope ere none to call yon Shertfe. 

Eyre. I would not care (my Loʒd) it you might call me king 
of Spaine. come maſter Scor. 

L. Ma. Now maſter Dodger, what's the newes pon bzing 2 

Dod. Tye Carle of Lincolne by me greets pour Lozdthip, 
And earneſtly requefs pon(if pon can) | 
Jnfo2me him where the nephew Lacy kepes. 

L. Ma. Is not his nephew Lacy now in France? 
Dod. No aſſure poar Loʒo ſhip, but diſgnil'd 
Lurkes here in London. 
L. Ma. London? ift euen ſo? 
It may be ; but vpon my faith and ſoule, 
I k19w not where he liu 8.0: whetver he lives, 
ell mp Ld of Liacolne : lncke in London 
TA 1! maſter Dodger, pon perhaps map (tart him, 
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Be but the meanes to rid him into France, 

Ile g iue pon a do en angells fo2 pour paines, 

Os much J lone his honez, hate his nephew, 

And pꝛe ther ſo infozme thy L0zd from me. 
Dodger. J take my leaue. Exit Dodger. 
L. Ma. Fare well god ꝙ. Dodger 

Lacie's in London A dare pawne mp life, 

My daughter knowes thereof,andfoz that cauſe, 

Denied »6ung Paſter Hammon in his lone, 

Well, Jam glad I ſevt her to old Fozd, 

Gods Lozd tis late, ts Guild Yall J muſt hie, 

I know my Bzethzen lacke my companie. Exit, 


Enter Firke, Eyres wife, Hans and Roger. 

Wife, Thou goeſt to faſt foz me Roger, O Funke. 

Firke. I fs;ſoth, 

Wife. I pꝛay the run (doe pon hcare) run fo Guild Yall, 
and le arne if mp huſband Þ, Eyre will take that woꝛchiptull 
voc ation of Þ.Sherife vpon him, hie tha god Firke, 

Firke. Take it? well J goe, and he ſhould not take it, Firke 
ſweares to foz\weare him, ves fo:\@th J goe to Guild Pall, 

Wite. Nap when? th'art two compendious and tedions. 

Firk. O rare, pour excellence is full of eloquence how like 
anew Cart wher le my dame ſpee kes, and the loo kes like an 
old muftte Ale - bottle going to ſcalding. 

Wife, Nay when? thou wilt make me melancholly. 

Firke. God fozbid pour Mozſhip ſhoulo fall into that hu; 
mour, J run; Exit. 

Wife. Let me ſ& now Roger and Hans. 

Ro. A fo:\oth dame, (miſtris 7 ſhould ſap) but the old terme 
ſoſtickes to the roofe of my mouth, 3 can hardly licke it off. - 

Wife. Cuen what thou wilt god Roger, Dame is a faire 
name foz my honeſt Chziſt ian, but let that paſſe , how voſt 
thou Hans ? 

Hans. Me tanck pou b20. 

Wife. Mell Hans and Roger, yon fe God hath bleſt your: 
matfter,and perdie if ener be come to be Þ.Sherifo of Lon⸗ 


don, (as we are all moztall) you ſhall (@, A will haue — 
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odde thinx 02 other in a cozner foz you, J will not beg pour 
backe friend, but let that p ale, Hans, pzay thee tye my ſhooe. 
Hans. Pawil fal $29, © 
Wife. Roger, thou knowell the length of my kate, as it is 
none of the biggeff,fo J thanke God it is handſome enough, 
p2e thee let me haue a pairs of ſhos made, Cozk? god Roger, 
wodden hete foo: 


Hodge Pon ſhall. 

Wife. Art thou acquainted with neuer a Fardingale-ma. 
ker, noʒ a Fzench-hod-maker,J muſt enlarge my bumm?,ha, 
dans, how ſhall 1 loke ig a hod J wonder, perdie odly 1 
th ne. \ 

Roger. As a Cat out of a Pillozy,very wel J warrant you 
Piltrell-, 

Wife. Indeed all fleſh is graſſe, and Roger, canſt thou tell 
where A map buy a god haire? * 

Roger. Pes fo:ſoth, at the Ponlferers in Gracions ref, 

Wie. Thou art an vagracious wag, perdpe, J meane a 
falſe haire foz my perewig. 

Roger. Why Piſkris, the next time that J cut my beard, 
pon tall haue the ſhanings of if, but mins are all true haires. 
Wife. It is very hot, A mult get me a fan oz elſe a maſke. 

— P Do yon had need to hide pour wicked face, 

Wife. Fie vpon it, how coftly this wozlds calling is, per- 
Die, but that it is one of the wonderfull wozkes of God, J 
would nat deale with it: is not Firke come pet? Hans be not 
ſs ſad, let it paſſe and vaniſh as my huſbands wozlhip (ates, 

Hans. Ick bin bzolicke,lot (& pou ſ@, 

Roger. Piſtris,will pon dzinke a pipe of Tobacco? 

Wife. O fie vpan it Roger, perdy, theſe filthy tobatco pipes 
art the moſt idle layering vables that euer I felt: out vpon it, 
God blefſs vs, men looke notlike men that vſs them. 

Emter Raph bring lame. 

Roger. What fellow Raph? PiCreſſe lake heere, Janes 
haſdand: whp how now, lame e Hans make much of him, 
bre'sa bzother of our Trade, a good wozkeman, and a tall 


Souldier. 
Hans, Pon be welcome bzoder. 
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Wife. Pardie J knew bi m not, how doſk thou good Ryph ? 
J amqglad toſ#> the well, 

Raph. A would God pon ſaw me dame as well, 

As when J went from London into France. 

Wife. Truſt mee J am (ozrie Riph to ſee thee impotent, 
Loꝛd how the warres haue made him Sun-barnt : the left leg 
is not well, 'twas a faire gift of God, the inficmitie took not 
hold alittle higher,conſtdering thou camſt from France, but 
let that paſſe, - 

Raph. J am glad to ſ yon well, and A reiopte 
To heare that Cad hath bleſt mp maſter (a 
Since my departure. 

"_— Yea truely Raph, J thanke my maker: but let that 
paſſe, 

Rog. And ſirra Raph, what news, what news in France? 

Raph. Tell me good Roger firſt what newes in England? 
How does mp [ane ? when didſt thou ſee my wife ? 

Mhere tines my pu heart? ſheele be pooze indeed, 
Now J want limbs to get whereon to feed. 

Rog. Limbes ? haſt thou not hands man : thou ſhalt ne- 
ner ſee a ſhoomaker want bzead, though he haue but thzee fin- 
gers on a hand. 

Raph. Yet all this while J heare not of my lane. 

Wife. O Raph your wife, perdie wee know not what's be- 
come of her: che was here a while,and becauſe ſhe was mar- 
ried, grew mo2e ſtately than became her, I chec it her, and ſo 
fozth, awap ſhe flung, neuer returned, noz ſaio bih no2 bah: 
ald Raph pon know, na me, ka the, And ſo as I tell pe. Roger 
is not Firke tome pet 

Roger. No fozſeth, 

Wife. And ſo inded we heard not of her, but I heare ſhes 
liues in London: bat let that paſſe. It ſhes had wanted,ſhee 
might haue opened her caſe to me oʒ mp huſband, oꝛ to any of 
my men, I am ſure there is not any of them pꝰrdie, but would 
haue done her good to his power. Hans, tooke if Firke bee 
come. Exit Hans. 

Hans. Paw it ſal bzo. 

Wife. And lo as A lad: but Raph, why dof thon a_ 
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ton kroweſt that naked we came out of our mothers womb, 
an naked we mult rt tur ne, and thcrefeze thanke God foz all 
nas. 

Roger. No faith, Iane is a rarger hcere, but Roph pull 
bp a good heart, J know then haſt one, ily wife man is in 
London, ons fold me he ſaw her a wt ile agoc very bzane and 
neat, wer le ferret her out, and London told her. 

Wife. Alas peze ſoule, des ouer-come with ſozrow , he 
docs bat as J dgc, wpe fez the loſſe of any good thing: but 
Raph, get thee in, call foz ome meat and dzink, thon hal: find 
Me wozlhipfall towards thee. 

Raph. I thanke yon dame, ſir ce A want limbs and lende, 
Ile truſt to God my god friends, ond to my dande. Exit. 


Enter Hans and Fir ke running. 


Firke, Runne god Hans, O Hodge, O Miſtris; Hodge 
deaue bp thine eares, millteſſe ſmugge bp pour lokes, on 
with pour beſt apparrell, mp maſter is choſcn,my maiſter is 
called,nap condemned by the cry of the Ceuntrie to beſherife 
ef the Citie, fo2 this faq ous reare now to tome: and time 
now being, a great manp men in black gownes were aſkt foz 
their voices, and thcir bands, and my matter hed ell their fiſla 
about his cares pzeſently, and they cried J, J, J, J. and o Y 
came away, wherefoze without all other giic uc, I doe laute 
pou miſi cis Shzicne. 

Hans. Vaw, my mer ſſ er is de gat man, de Sh:icne. 

Roger. Did not J tell you Þitris,now J map bololy ſap, 
god mezrew to pour wozſhip., 

W.fe. God mezrew god Roger, J thanke pon my god 
people ail, Firke, hold vp thy hand, be&r's a tha pennie pace 
foz thy tvdings. 

Firk. Tis bat tha& halfe pence, J think: pes tis the pence 
A mell the N ſe. 

—4 Fut Piltris, be rul'd by me, and do net ſpeake (6 
pulirgly. - 

Firk. T is her wozthip ſprokes ſos not ſhe, ne faith wiffris 
Meade mp in the olok.p,to it Fuke, thete god Fuke, pl rene 
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buflneſſe Hodge, Hodge with a fall mouth: Ile fill your bel 
lies with god chtere till they crie twaug. 
Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine. 

Hans. @x mine liener bzo>cr, here compt my meſter. 

Wife. Welcome home maiſter Shzicue, J pzay God conti - 
nue you ta health and wealth. 

Eyre. tt here my Maggy, 4 Chaine, a gold Chaine foꝛ Si- 
mon Eyre, A hall make th a lady, here's a Frency bd fo; 
tote, on with it, on with it, dzelle toy bzowes with this fl ip af 
a ſhoulder of mutton.to make th loke 1:nelp : where be mp 
fine men? Roger, Ile make on-c n y ſhop and tales to thee : 
Firk,thou ſhalt be the fozeman ; Hans thou ſhalt ha ae an hun- 
dꝛed foz twen p, be as mad knaues as your matifter Sim Eyre 
bath bene. and ou ſhall line ts be @herifes of London: how 
doſt thou lik: inte Margerie ? Pzince am A none, pet am A 
pzincely baza?, Frłke, Hodge, and Hans. 

All 3. J fozſoth, what ſay:s your wozſhip miſtris Sherife? 

Eyre, Wozthto and honour ye Babilonian knanes, foz the 
Gentte Cake: but J fozgot my ſzife, J ambidden to my 
1.93d Paioz to dinner to old Ford, hes gone befoze, J maſt 
after: come Midge. on with pour trinkets: now my trus 
Troians, my fi ie Firke, my dapper Hodge, my honet Hans, 
ſome denice, ſome odde crochets, ſome mozris, oz ſuch like, 
foz the yonou: of the gentleman bo- makers met m at old 
Foꝛd, pou know mp wiad: come Madge away, ſhunt bp the 
chor knaues, and make Holiday. Exeunt. 

Firke. O tare, O bꝛaue, tome Hodge. follow me Hans, 
Mee le be wits them fo2 a Pozris dance. Excunc, 


Enter Lord Maior, Eyre, his wife in a French-hood,Sibill 
and other Seruants. 
L. Maior. Truſt me yon areas we come to old Fozd, as 
ſclfe. 

Wife. 1T-nelp, 1 thanke pour Lozdſhip. 

L Maior, Would our bad chere were wozth the thankes 
pon glue. 

Eyre. God ch#re my Ln Paloz, fine chare, a fine 
fine walles, all fine aud neat. | 

© 2 LMt. 
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LMa. Now bp my troth, Ile tell the 
It does me good and all mp Bzethzen, 
Chat ſuch a mad cap fellow as thy (clfs 
Is entred into our ſocietie. 

| 2 J but my Lozd hee muſt learne now to puf on gta; 
mie: 

Eyre. Peace Maggy, a fig fo: grauitie, when J goe to Sulld 
Vall in my Scarlet go wne, ile looke as demurelp as a Saint, 
and ſpeake as graue ſy as a Juſtice of Peace, but now J am 
here at old F@2d, at my god Lo2d Paiozs houſe, let it goe by, 
baniſh Maggy, i'le be metrie, away with flip flap, theſe foole- 
ries, the ſe gulleties: what hunny ! Pꝛinte am J none yet am 
P2incely boꝛne: what ſayes my Lo2d Patoz: 

L. Ma. Ha, ha, ha, J had rather than a thouſand pound, A 
had an heart but halfe ſo light as yours. 

Eyre. Ut y what ſhould J doe mp Lozd: & pound of care 
papes not a dzam of debt ; hum, let's be mertie while wee are 
poung, old Age ſacke and ſugar will ſteale bpon vs ere we be 
aware. 8 

L. Ma. Its well done, Piſtris Eyre, pzay giue good coun- 
ſell to my daughter. 

Wife. J hore miſtcis Roſe will haue the grace to take no⸗ 
thing that's bad. 

L. Ma. Pꝛay God ſhe doe, fo ifalth miu ris Eyre, 

IX would beſtow vpon that peeuiſb girle 

A thouſand markes mo2e than J meane fo give her, 
Upon condi ion che be ruf o by mr, 

The ape till creNeth me : there tate of late 

A p2oper gentl-man of faire reuent wes, 

Myom gi diy J would call Sonne in law: 

But my fine Cockn p would haue none of him, 

Poule pꝛoue a Cockſccmbe foz it tre p u die, 

A Coartier oꝛ yo man muſt pieaſe peur ye. 

Eyre. Wee rul d ſwert Roſe, th art ripe foz a mon: marrie 
not with a boy that bas no moze haire on his face than thou 
baft on thy chakes : a Conriicr, waſb, goe ty,ſtand not vpen 
ptthery,paſherie ; thoſe filken fellowes are but painted Jma- 


ges, outſides, outſiders Roſe, their inner linings axe tozne : 
no 


ker Eyre, 


* 
. 
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no mp fine mov ſe, matrie me with a Gentleman Grocer liks 
my d 63d Maioꝛ your father, a G2ocer is aſwet trade,plums, 
plums: dad J a ſanne o2 daugbter ſhould marrie out of the 
generation e blood of the ſhomskerg, de ſhould pack : what, 
the gente tiade is a lining foz a mã thzough Europe, though 


the wozld. 
A noyſe within of a Taberand a Pipe. 
L Ma. What noyſe is this: 
Eyre. O my Lozd Paioz,a crue of good fellowes that fog 
lone to pc ur honour, are come hither with a Pozriſdance; 
come in my Peſopstamians cheerily. 


Enter Hodge, Hans, Raph,Firke,andvther Shoo- 
makers in a morris: after a little dancing 
the Lord Maior ſpeakes. 

L. Ma. Paiſter Eyre, are all theſe Shomakers ? 

Eyre. All Cozdwainer my good Lo2d aioz. 

Roſe, How like my Lacie lakes pond @bomaker, 

Hans. © that J durſt bat ſpeake vnto mp lone ! * 

L. Ma. Sibill, go fetch ſome wine to make theſe dzinke, 
Pou are all welcome. 

All. We tbanke your Lozdſhip, 

"Roſe takes a cup of wine and goes to Hans, 

Roſe. Fo2 his ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou remeſenteſt, 
God friend J dzinke to the, 

Hans. It be dancke god friſter. 

Eyres Wife. J ſe miſtris Roſc pan do not want tudge ment, 
pou haue d unke to the pzopereſt man A keepe. 

Firke. Here be ſome haue done their parts to be as pꝛoper 
as be. 

L. Ma. Mell, vꝛgent buſineſſe tals me backe to London: 
God fcliowes fic? go in aad taſt our cheare, 1 
And to make merris as yon homeward ge, 
Spend theſe two angels in bere at Stratfogzd Boe. 

Eyre. To theſe two (my mad lads) Simon Eyre addes ane» 
ther, th n cherilp Firke, tickle it Hans, and all ioz the honour 


of Shomakere, —_— 
go dancing out- 4 
E 3 * L. Ma. 
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L. Mi Tome mii ter E/re, lets haue pour coMpmny.Exeunc 

Roſe.Sthill what hall J doe? 

Sibi. Mh whats the matter? 

Roſe, Z9at Hans the bo maker is my lone Lacy, 
Dicguiſs in that attire to find me out, 
How ſhould J find the meanes to ſp!ake with him 2 

Sib. What mtitiis, neuer feare, I dare vꝛater mo maiden⸗ 
hea) to nothing, and that's great oddes, that Hans the Datch- 
man when we come to London, ſh ill not onelp (& and ſ9eake 
with peu, but ia ſpight of all your Fathers pollictes, ſteals 
yon away. and marrie pn, wil! not this pleaſe vou? 

Roſe. Dy this, and euer be aſfired of mplou?2, 

Sibil. Away thef, and folia. v pour father to London, lgaſt 
pour abſ ente canſe him to ſaſpect ſomethiag ; 
To mozrow if my counſeli be obaide, 
Ate bino pou pzentile to the gentle trade, 


Enter Iane in aSemſters ſhop working, and Hammon muffled 
at another doorc, he ſtands aloofe. 
Ham. Ponder's the ſhop,and there my faire loue ſits, 
Shee's f ure andlouely, but ſhe is not mine, 
O wouid ſhe were, thꝛice haue J conrted her, 
Chute hath mine hand beene motſtned with her hand, 
Whilt m poze femicht epes do feed on that 
Mich mave them famtſh : J am infoz:unate, 
I fill lone one, pet no bodie loues me, 
Imuſe in other men what women ſee, 
That J ſo want ? fine miſtris Roſe was cop, 
And (his tos curioos, oh no, ſhe is chaſt, , 
And foꝛ ſhe tytnkes me wanton, ſhe denies 
To cheare my cold heart with her ſunny eyes. 
How pꝛettiip ſhe woꝛkes. oh pꝛety hand 
Ob happie wozke it doth me good to ſtand 
Unſeene to ſee het, thus J oft haue ſtood, 
In froſty euening e, a ig ht buruing by her, 
Enduring biting cold only to eye her, 
One onely looke h ith leem d as rich to me 
as a Rings. rowat, ſach is loues lunacie : 
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Puſſeled Ile paſſe clorg,and by that try 
Whether ſhe know me, 
Jane, Sir, what iſt pou buy : 
What iſt pou lacke ir? callico, oz lawve, 
Fine cambzicke ſhirts,0z bands, what will yon buy ? 
Ham. That which thou wilt not ſell, faith pet ue trie: 
Pow do pon (ll this handkercher ? 
Jane. God theape. 
Ham. And hots theſe ruiles ? 
Jane, Cheapetoo, 
Ham. And how this band? 
Jane. Chcape toe, 
Ham, All cheape, dow ſell you then this hand? 
Jane. My hands arenot to be ſold. 
Ham. To be giuen then, nay faith A come to buy, 
Jane. But none knowes when. 
Ham. Good ſweet, leaue wozke a little while, lets play. 
Jane, 3 cannot line bp keeping hollid ay. 
Ham. Ile pap pou foꝛ the time which ſhall be leff, 
Jane. With me you ſhall not be at ſo much co ſt. 
Ham.Loeoke how you wound this cloth, ſo pon wound me. 
Jane. It map be ſo. 
Ham Tis ſo, 
Jane. What remedy ? 2 
Ham. Nay ſzith peu are (oo tey. 
Jane, Letgomytand, 
Ham. J wil ds any taſke at your command; 
AX would let go this beantie, were J not 
In mind to diſobey pon by a power 
Lat contronles Kiogs : ile lone los. 
Jane. Do, now part. 
Ham. With hands J map, but neuer with my heart, 
An faith J lone pon, 
lane. J beleege vou dos. | 
Hm. all a true loue in mee bzeced hate in on: 
Jane. I hate pod not. 
Hain. Then pen mu lone, I - 
lane. J doe, pat ace you better now? Jleut not * e | 
am- 
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Mam. Ml this J hope is but a womans fray. 
Chat meanes come ts me, when ſhe cries,awap ; 
In earneſt miſtris J do not ieſt, 

A ttue chaſt lone hath entred in my bzeſt, 
Jloue pou dearelp as J doe my life, 
J loue pou as a huſband loues a wife, 


That, and no other lone my love requires, 


Mhy wealth J know is little, my deſires 
Thirſt not fo2 gold [wet beantions Iane what's mine, 
Shall (if thon make my ſelfe thine) all be thine, 
Sap, iudge, v hat is thy ſentence,life,oz death ? 
Percy 02 crueltie lies in thy bzeath, 

lane, Ged fir J do belteut pou lone me well: 
Foz tis a ſæly conqueſt, ſeely pꝛide, 
Fez one like you (I meane a Gentleman } 
To boaſt, that by his loue tricks he hath bꝛeught, 
Such and ſuch women to his amozous lure : 
A thinke you do not ſo, yet many doe, 
And make it euen a very trade to woe, 
I tould be cop, as many women be, 
Fied you with Bun ⸗ chine ſmiles, and wanton lokes, 
But J deteſt witch - craft; ſaꝝ that J 
Doe contt antip belckue pou, conſłant haue. 

Ham, Why doeſt thou not belteue me ? 

lane. J bcleue pon, 
But pet good ſir, becauſe J will not gr&ue pon, 
With hopes ts taſt fruit which will neuer fall, 
J- ſimple trueth this is the ſumme of all, 
My huſ-and liues,at leaſt A hope he lines, 
Pꝛeſt was he to theſe bitter warros in France, 
Bitter they are to me by wanting him, 
I vaue but one heart, end that heart's his due, 
Dow can J then beſtow the ſame on pon ? 
Whileff he lines his J live, be it nere ſo poꝛe, 
And rather be his wife;than a Kings wboze, 

Ham. Chaſt and deare woman, J will not abuſe the, 
Althoagb it coſt my life, if thou refaſe, 
Thy yuſbandpzelſt fo; France, what was his name? 


the Gentle Craft, 
Iane. Rafe Damport. 7 
Ham. Damporr,heres a letter ſent | 
From France to me, from a deore friend of mine, 
A Gentleman of placs,here he doth waits, 
Their names that haue beene flaine in euerp fight. 
lane. I hope deaths ſcrowle containes not my lones name. 
Ham, Can pou read ? 
Jane, I can, 
Ham, Pe ruſe the ſame, 
To my remembzante ſuch a name J read 
Ainongf the reſt : ( here. 
Jane. Aye me, hee's dead, 
Mer s dead. it this be true my deart hearts flaiae, 
Ham. Baue patience, deare loue. 
Jane, Yence,hence. 
Ham. Nap ſwet lane, 
Pake not poze ſozrow pzowd with theſe rich teares, 
J mourne typ huſbands death becauſe thon mourn. 
lane. That bill is toꝛgde, tis gude by foꝛgerte. 
Ham. Ile bzing the letters ſent beſtdes t many 
Carry ing the like repozt : lane tis tw true, 
Come, we&p not: moutning though it riſe from lone, 
Helpes not the mourned, yet hurts them that mourne, 
lane. Foz Gods ſake le aut me. 
Ham. Whether doſt thou turne ? 
Fozxet the dead, lous them that are aline. 
Vis louets faded, trie how mine will chziue, 
Jane. Tis now no time foz me to thinke on lone. 
Ham. Tis now belt time foz pou to thinke on lone, be- 
canſe pour loue lines not. 
Jane, Thangh he be dead, my lone to hi n ſhal not be burtes 
Foz Gods ſake leaue me to mo ſelfe alone, 
Ham. C would kill my ſoale to le aue the dzownd in mont: 
Anſwe rt me to my ſute, and J am gone, 
Sap to me, yea, oz no. 
Jane. No. | 
Ham, Then farewell: one farewell will not ſerue J come 
agains, come dzis theſe wet —_— tell me faith — 
| anc, 
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tant, hey downe a downe. 


let them 


A pleaſant Comedie of 


Jane, pen, oz no, once moze. a 
Jane. Onte moze J lap no, once moze begone J p2ap, elſe 


will Jgoe. ; 


Ham. Nap then I weill grow rude by this white hand, 
Untill pou-change that cold no, here ile land, ; 
ill by pon hard beart 

lane. Nap foz Gods lone peace, 

Py ſozrow:s bp pour pꝛeſence moze increaſe, 
Not that pou thus are p;eſcnt,tut all griefe 
DD. ſires to be alone, thereſoze in byicfe 
Thus much J (ay, and ſaping bib at ew, 
If eu: r J wed man it ſhall be you. 
Ham. Oh ble ile d veite, deart lane, ile vzge no moze, 


Thy bzeath hath made me rich, 
Jane. Death makes me po:e. Exit. 
Enter Hodge at his ſhop boord, Rafe, Firke, Hans, 
and a boy at worke. 


All. Dep downe, a downe derp. 

Hodge. M ll ſatt mo hearts, plie pour wozke fo day, wee 
loptred peftcrdap, to it pc il mcll, that we maylineto-be Lozd 
Paio2s,0z Aidermen at leaf, 

Firk. Pep dowre a downe derp. 

Hodge. Mell ſaid ifaith,how ſaiſt thon Han, doth not Firk 
tickle it? 

Hans. Paw meſter. 

Firke. Not ſo neither, mp oꝛgane pipe ſqueaks this moz- 
ning fe; want of licozing : hey dowve a done dery, 

Hans, Fezward Firk, tow beſt vn iolly vongſter ht A me- 
ſter ic bid ys tut me bn paire vanpzes voʒ meſter Cres bots 

Hodge. Theu ſhalt Hans. 

Firke. Maiſter. 

Hodge. Bow now, boy ? 

Firke. Pzap,now vou are in the cutting vaine, cut me out 
a prire of countetteita, oz elle my wozke will not -paſſe cur⸗ 


Hod. Cell me firs,are mp cozen . Priſcicalles hors done ? 
| . pour aunts, hang her, 


11 Rafe 
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Rafe. Jam in hand with them, We gane charge that none 
but A ſhonlo do them fo3 her 
Firke. Chou do fo her? then twill bebat alame doing, and 
that ſhe loues not: Rafe, thou might it haue ſent hex w me, in 
faith 1 would haue yearkt and firkt your Precilla, hey do tone 
a downe dery,this gare will not hold. 
4 Hodge. How ſaiſt thou Firk ? were we not merry at Old⸗ 
03d? 

Firke. Bow merry? Why our buttockes went Jiggy iog⸗ 
gy like a qu igmire: well or Roger Batemeale, it J thought 
all meate of that nature, J would tate nothing but Bagpud⸗ 
dings, 

Raph. Df all good fo:tumnes,my fellow H ins had th: bett. 

Firke. Tis true becauſe miftris Roſe dzanke to him. 

Hodge. Mell, mell, wozke apace, they ſap icuen of the Al 
dermen de ed, o verp fick. 

Fuke. I tate not, e de none. 

Rafe. Nonoz J, but then my Þ. Eyre will come quickly ta 
be L.Paloz. Enter Sibill. 

Firke. Mhyop?, vonder comes Sibill. 

Hodge. Sibill, welcome ifatth, and how doſt thou madde 
wench? 

Firke. Sib he, welcome to London. 

Sibill. Godamercp (wet Firke : god Lo2d, Hodge, what a 
delicious ſhop vou haue got, you fickle it ifaith. 

Rafe. God a mercpSibillfoz our god chere at old Fozd. 

$:bill. That pou ſhall bane Refe. : 

Firke. Nay by the maſſs, we had tickling chiere Sibill, and 
bow the plague doſt thon and miſtris Roſc,and my L. Paloz? 
A put the woman ia firſt. 

Sibill. Mell Godemerep t but gods me, I fozget my tell, 
where's Hans the Flemming? 

; — Hearke butter · boxs, not pon matt yelp out ſome 
pet 

Hans, Wat begaie gon vat vod gon Friſter. 

Sibill. Parry you mult come to my young milfris, to pall 
an her hors pou made laſt. | 

Hans. Mar ben your 1 

2 


Sibill. 
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Sibil. Parrie here af dar London houſe in Coznehill, 

Firke. Mill no bodie ſerne Her turne but H ans ? 

Sibil. No lit, tome Hans J ſtand vpon nedirs, 

Hed. Aby then Sibill, take herd of pc ing. 

Sibill. Foz that let me alone, 3 haue a tricke in my budget, 
come Hans. 

Hans, Paw,paW ic fall me&te yo gant. 

Ext Hans ard Sibill. 
—_ oe Hans, make haſt agauve : come, who lackes 
we: 

Firke. I maſter, fo; J lacke my bzeakefatt, tis munching 
time. and paſt. 

Hodge. Iſt ſo, why then leaue woꝛtke Raph, to bꝛeake faf, 
boy loke to the toles,come Rafe, come Firke, Excunt. 

Enter aSeruingman, 

Ser. Let me ſ& now, the ſigne of tbe Laſt in Towerſtr&f, 
mas ronders the houſe: what haw,whoes within ? 

| Enter Rafe, 

Rafe. Tho calls there, what want pou ſir ? 

Ser. Parrie J would haue a paire of ſhoses made fo: a 
Gentlewoman againſt to mozrow mozning, what, can you 
do them 

Rafe, Pcs fir, you ſhall haue them, but what length's her 
fote. 

Ser. Uhr, you muſt make them in all parts like this oe, 
but at any hand faile not to do them, foz the Gentlewoman is 


to be married verſe earely in the mozning. 


Rafe. Pow by this ſho? mult it be made? by this ? are you 


ſure fic by this 


Ser. Pow, bp this am J ſure,by this art thou in thy wits ? 
I tell thee J maſt he ue apatreof ſumes, daſt thou marke me? 
a paire of ſhoes, two ſhoes made by this very ſhoe, this ſame 


' ſhoe, again to me: tot moming dy fonre actocke, doſt thou 


baderftand me,canſt do it: 
Rate. Pes fir,pes, J. J, can de t, by this ſhwe you ſap! « 


ſhould knows this ſhoe ? yes fr, ves, by this ſhwe, J can do t, 


foure a clocke, well, vhither ſhall I bzing them? 


Ser. Ts the ſigne of the golden ball in ney = 
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guire tos one moiſler Hammon,a Gentleman,mp maſter, 

Raph. Pea ſir, by this ſhoe pou ſay, 

Ser. J ſay maſter Hammon at the golden Ball, b&'s the 
Bꝛide-grome and thoſe ſhoses are foz his bzide. 

Raph. They ſhall be done by this ſheoe ; well, well, maſtcr 
Hammon at the gold ſhooe, would ſap the golden Ball, wel, 
beryue!ll, but Apzay pou fir, where muſt maſter Hammon 
be married ? ; 

Ser, At @aint Faich's Church bnder Paules : but what's 
that to thee ? pzethe diſpatch thoſe 3 ſo farewell. 

XIt. 

Raph. By this ſhooe ſaid he, hoo am J amaz? 
At this ſtrange accident? vpon my life, 

T4is was the very ſhooe J gaue my wite 

When I was pꝛeſt foz France; flace when, alas, 

I neuer could heare of her: Tis the ſame, 

And Hammons bzide no other than mp lane. 
Enter Firke. 

Firke, Snailes Raph thou haſt loſt thy part ol thaee pots, a 
countrieman of mine gaue me to bzeakefalt | 

Raph. J care not, J haue found a better thing. 

wy .A thing —_—_ it a mans thing 02.4 Rn 
th 2 r 
R 4 Firke, daſt tbam know th is Woo - 
Firke. No by mp troth, neither doth that know me: 1 
no acquaintauce with it, nis a mere ſtranger to me. 

Raph. Why then Adee; this moe dart be wenne 
Oncc conered the inflep:of my jene; Wy 
This is her ſue, he hatadti thus trod mp lone, — 
Theſe true-loue knots I pickt, j hold my life, | 
By this old ſhooe A hall oy * 

Firke Ha, ha dtd ſhece e new. how a murren came 
this agu fit of faqhf thee 7: 

Rapb. Thus Firke. euen n here came a letuiugman, 
Wy this ſhooe would he haus a new paire made, | 
Againft to mozrow meaning fo his miſiris, 
That's ta be married to a gentieman, /-; , ,: --; 
And why may not this be wy ſweet hne . 8 0 00 

F 3 " 'Firke. 
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Pirke, And whp m deff nit thou be mo (wit Ade ? ha, ha, 
Riph. Well,langh and ſpare not, bat the trath is this, 

Azainf tomozrow mozning Ale pzoutde 

9 lnftpcrew of honeſt chomakers, 

To watch the going of the bzide to Church: 

Af che pꝛoue lane, J's tak? her in viſpite 

Ol Hammon and the D-uill, were he by, 

Af it be not mp lane, what remedy ? 

Hercof J am ſure J ſhall line till J die, 

Althongh J neuer with a woman lie. 

Firke. Chou lie with a woman to build nothing bat Ceip⸗ 
plegates ? Well God ſends folcs foztane, and it map be hes 
map light vpon his matrimony by (ach Tdenice,foz wedding 
and hanging goes by detinte. 

Enter H ins and Roſe arme in arme. 

Hans. How happie am I bp embꝛacing the, 
D did feare \2chcrofſe miſhaps did ratgne, 
Tat J ould neuer ſæ my Roſe agate. 

Roſe. @w rt Lacy, ſince faire oppoztunitie, 
©Xers her ſelfe to further our eſcape, 

Let not fo oner-fondeſt@me of we, 

Pinder that happie honre, inuent the meanes, 

And Roſe will follow the thꝛough all the wozld. 

Hans. Dh how J ſurfet wo ich exceſſe of top, 

Made happie by thy rich perfection : 

But lince thou payſt ſweet intereſt to mp hopes, 
Redoubling ione on loue let me once moze 

Like to a bold-fac'd debto? crane of the, 

This night to ſteale abʒoad, and at Eyres houſe, 

Whonow bp death of certaine Aldermen, 

As Palo; of London, and my maiffer once, 

Pate thou thy Lacy, odere in ſpight of change, 

Pour fathers anger, and miae vncles hate, 

Our happy nuptials will we conſummate. Enter Sibil. 

Sibill. Dh Gos, what will pou ds mitrts ? ſhift fo; your 

ſelfe, pour father is at hand, dees comming, he s comming, 
maſter Lacy hide yourſelfs in my miſtris, foz Gods ſake 
wilt ſoz your ſelnes- | | S- 
"LT nt. 
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Hans, Your father come,ſwe@t Roſe, what ſhall 1 dee? 
Whcre ſhall J hide me ? how hall Jeſcape : | 
Roſe, A man, and want wit in extremiiGte, 
Come come, be Hans ii ill, play the maker, 
Pull on my ſhoe, : Enter L. Maior. 
Hans. Mas and that's well remembzed. 
Sibill. Bere comes pour father. 
Hans. ez ware metre ſſe, tis vn god (kew, it fall vel t ute, 
oz pe ſal niet betallen. 
Roſe. Þ God it phicheth me, what will pon do. 
Hans. Pour fathers pzeſence pinchsth not the hoc, 
, Fe + Well done, fit my daughter well, and che ſhall pleaſe 
the we | 
Hans, Paw,yaw, ick weit dat well, foz ware lis vn god 
ſko, tis gi mait van neits leither, ſe i uer mine here. 
Enter a Prentiſe. 
L. Maior, J do bel&ne it, wha's the newes with pon ? 
Pren. Pleaſe you the Earle sf Lincolne at the gate is new- 
ly lighted, and would ſpeake with yov, 
L Ma. The Earle of Lincolne come ſpeake with me? 
Well, well, J know his errand, daughter Roſe - 
Send hence pour ſhomaker, diſpatch, haue done: 
Sib make things handſome, ſir bay follow me. Exit. 
Hans. y father tome; O what may this poztend? » 
Sweet Role, te is of our lone thzeatens an end. 
Roſe. Be not diſmaid at this,what ere befall, 
Roſe is thine 8wne,to witne ſle J ſpeake truth, 
Where thou appoints the place, Ile met with thee ; 
J will not fire a day to follow the, 
But pzeſently ſteale hence:do not replie, 
Loue which gane ffrength to beare my fathers hate; 
Shall now adde wings to further our e'cape. Exeunt. 
Encer Lord Maior and Lincolne. 
L.Maior. Beletue me on mp credit I ſpeake truth, 
Since firft your nephew Lacy went to France, 
J haue vat ſ&ne him: It ſem'd (range to me, 
When Dodger told me that he Caied betind, 
Heglecting the high charge the King impoſed. 
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Line. Truſt meſit Roger Otley) I dis thinks 


Baur counſell had giuen head to this attumpt, 
Dꝛawee to it bo thenene he beates pour child, 
Here J did hope toſind him in your houſe, 
But now J ſ& mine err22, and confeſſe 
Pp indgement wzong d you by conceiuing ſo. 
L. Ma. Lodge in my houſe,ſay you? traſt me my Lozd, 
J loue pour nephew Lacy too too dcarelp, 
Do mach to wong his honour : and he hath done ſo, 
Chat firſt gaue him adnice to taie from France. 
Ty witneſſe 3 ſveake truth, I let pon know 
Dow carefull A haue bene to kepe my daughter 
Free from all conference oꝛ ſptech of him, 
Not that J ſcozne pour nephew, b it in lone 
14 beare you: bhonoz, leſt pour noble blood, 
Should by my mene wozth be diſhoncured. 
Lin. Bom far the charles tongue wanders from his heart, 
Well, well ſir Roger Ocley, I beliene pou, 
With moze than many thankes fo the kind loue, 
So much pou (@me to beare me: but mp Lozd, 
Let mercqueſt your helpe to ſerke mp nepgew, 
Whom if 4find,t'le ſraight-imbacke foz France; 
Da chall pouc Roſe be fre, my thoughts at reſt, 
And much care die which now lies in my bei. Enter Sibill. 
Sibill. Dh Logo, helpe fo2 Gods lake,my miltris, Oh my 
young miſtris. 
L.Ma. Whereis thy miffris ? what's become of her ? 
Sibill. Shee's gone, ſhe's fled. 
L. Ma. Gone : wyether is the fled e 
Sibill. J know not fozſooth, hee s fled ont of doozes with 
Haas the Shoomaker, J ſaw them (cud, (cud,ſcad,apace, 2pace 
L. MX. Which wales? what lokne where be m men? 
wnico wate. 2 9 
Sibill. J knownot aud it pleaſe your worſhip. 
L Ma. Fled witha woomaker, can this be true: 
Sibil. O Lo2d fir a true as pou are L,Patoz, 
Lin. Yer lous turm oom ther : N am glad of this, 
I. MA Flemaning butter boxe, a ſhoomaker. 
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Mili che fo2get her birth ? requite my care 

With fach ingratitade ? ſcoʒu d ſhe poung Himmon, 
Es lone an hoanikin,a n&dy knan: f 

Meil let her flie, le not flic after her, 


Let her Carne if ſhe will, ha s none of mine. 
Lin. Be not ſo cruell ſir, 


Enter Firke with ſhooes. 

Sibill. Jam glad ſhe's (capt. 

L. Ma. Ile not acconnt ef her as of mp child, 
Was t ere no better obied fo2 her epes, 

But a foule dꝛunken luobety ſwill-bellts, 
A hom:ker,that's baue. 

Firke. Bea fozſath tis a verie bʒaue (hoe, and as ft as a 
pudding. | 

L. Ma. How now, what knaue is this, from whencs com- 
melt thon ? 

Firke. No Knane fir, Jam Firke the ſhomaker, luſtie Ro- 
gets chiefe ludy iogrneyman, and J come bither to take vp 
the pꝛettie leage of iweet miſtrts Roſe, and thus hoping pour 
wozthip is in as god health as J was at the making yereof, 
I bid pou farewell, yours Firke. 

L. Ma. Stay. ſtap, ſir knane. 

Lin. Come hither maker. 

Firke. Tis happie the knane is put befoze the ſhamaker oz 
elſe J would not haue vouchſafed to come backe to you, Jam 
moned,fo2 J ftirce. 

L. Ma. My Lo2d, this villaine calls vs knaues by craft. 

Fuke Then tis by the Gentle Craft, and to call one knane 
gently is no harme: ſc your wozthip merrie : Sib pour poung 
miſtris. Je fo bob them,now my maiſter ꝙ. Eyre is Len 
Paioz of London. 

L. Ma. Zell me ſirra whoſe man are pou ? 

Firke. I am glad to ſæ your wozthip ſo merrie, haus n 
ma ts this geere, no fomacke as pet to a red pettieoat. 

Pointing to Sibil. 

Lin, Be meanes not fir to woe pou to his maid, 
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Firke. I fing now to ths tuns of Regero, Roger mp fellow 
is now my maiftcr, | 

Linc. Sirra knot thou one Hans a ſhomaker. 

Fir. Hans S maker ob res, ay. yes J baue him, J fell pon 
what, J ſpcake it in ſecret, miſtris Roſe 4 he are by this time, 
no not ſo, but ſhoꝛtly are to come oner one another, with Can 
pou dance the ſhak.ng of the ſhets ? it is that Hans, Ile ſo 
gull theſe diggers. 

L M2, Anowſt thou then where he is? 

Funke. Pts fo2ſwth,vea marry. 

Lin, Canff thou in fednc ſſe? 

Firk e. No ſe2ſoth,no marry. 

L. Ma. T ll me cot tonefl fellow where be io, 

An thou ſhalt ec what Ile beſtow of the, | 

Firke. Ho eſt fellow, ne fir, not ſo fir, mp p2ofcffion is the 
Gentle craft, J care not foꝛ ſ&bag, I lone feeling,let me fecle 
ik heere aurium tenus ten pieces of gold genuum tenut, ten pieces 
of filner , and then Firke is pour man in a new paire of 
ſfrctchers: 

L. Ma. Here is an angell part of thy reward, 

Which J will glue thee, tell ine where he is. 

Firke. No point, ſhall J betray my bꝛother? no, ſhal J pꝛoue 
Iudas to Hans t no: qhal J crie treaſon to mp coꝛpoꝛation: no, 
A ſhall be firkt and perut then, but g iue me pour angell, pour 
angell ſhall tell ron, F 

Lin. Doe ſo god fellow, tis no hurt to thee. 

Firke. Send ſimpꝛing Sib away, 

L. Ma. Hul wife get pov in. 

Firke. Pitchers haue eates, t maids haue wide monthes : 
bat foz Hans pzaunce, bpon my woꝛd tomozrow mozning bes 
and young miſtris Roſe goe to this gere, they ſhall be marri⸗ 
ed together by this ruſh,0z elſe turne Firk to a firkin of butter 
to tan leather withail. 

I. Ma. But art thou ſure of this: 

Firke. Am J ſure that Panles-t&ple is a handtull higher 
than London ſtone? oz that the piſſing Conduit leaks nothing 
but gure mather Bunte lam J ſure J am laſty Firk ? anale 
do pau thinke X am ſo baſe to gull you? 1 
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Lincolne. Wihers ars they married e voff thou know the 
Church : 

Firke. I utuer ges to Church, but Jknow the name of if, 
it is a ſwearing Charch, ſtay a while. tis, A vy tha mas : na, 
no tis I by mp troti. na nos that, tis J by my futh, that that, 
tis I by ay faiths Church vader Paules Croffs, thers they 
ſhalt dee kait like a paire of ſtockiags in matrimony, thers 
thevle be in conp. 

Linc. Upon my life my Nephew Lacy walkes, 

Fa the diſguiſe of tots Dutch @ywmaker. 

Firke. Pes fozſo th. 

Linc. Doth he not honeſt Shomaker: 

ö Toon Nofaziatz A thiake Hans is no bod but Hans, we 
pirik, 

L. Ma. y mind miſgiues me now tis ſo indæd. 

Linc. Pp Coſen (peaks the language, knowes the trade. 

L. Mi. Let me requeſt pour company my Lozd, . 
Pour honozable pꝛeſence m p, ns doubt, 

N fr aine their head-ffrong raſhn Nez. when my ſells 
G ung alone, perchance m. y be oze / boʒne: 
Sh ll Trequ ſt this fangar z 

Lin Tuts, oz what elſe, 

Firk. Ty n poumalt rice betimes, fo; they meane to fall fo 
the ir hey palſe, and repaſſe, pindy pandp, whicy hand will you 
bane verp early. 

L. Ma. My care ſhall enerp way cquall their haſt, 

This night accept rout lodging ia mp bouſe 

£ he ea lier ſha lwe ſtir,and at Saint Fai hs 

Pꝛeuent this giddy hare-bzatnd Noptiall, 

CTtis tr. fiche of hot lour ſhall peid cold gaines, 

Typ ban our lones and wele fozbid their b aincs. Exit 

Lin. At Saint Faiths Cparch thou ſail z 

Firk. Pes, by their froth. . 

Linc, Be ſecret on thy life, Exit. 

Firk. Bet when J Kifſepour wife, ha, ha, heres nocraft 
tu the Gzatle Craft, I came hither of purpoſe with ſhoes ts 
Dir Kogers wozſhip, whilt Roſo his daughter bs con7-catch£ 
by Hans: rr be at Daint F aithes 
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Church to mozrow mozning to take maiſter Bzldegroome, 
and miſtris Bzide napping, and they in the meane time all 
chop vp the matter at the @anop : but the beſt ſpczt is, Dir 
Roger Oclcy will find n y fellow lame Raphs wife going to 
marrie a Gentleman: and then hcele top ber in Cead of 
his Daughter; © bzave, there will bee fine tickling ſpozt : 
ſoft now, what haue J to do: © J now, now a me ſſe of 
ſhoo*makers mate at the Wooli-ſacke in Jup lane to cozen 
my Gentleman of lame Raphs wife,that's true,al«cke alacke, 
girles beld out tacke, toʒ nut ſmockts ſoꝛ this tumbling ſh all 
go to wꝛacke. Exit, 
Enter Eyre, his wife, Hans and Roſe. 

Eyre. This is the wozning then, ſtap my bully, mp honeſt 
Hans,ts it not ? ; 

Hans. C is is the mezning that muſt make vs two happie 
02 miſerable, therefoze if peu 

Eyre. Aw3p with theſe ifs and ands Hans, and tbeſe 
& cetetaes, by mine honoz Rowland Lacy, none but the King 
ſhall wong ther: come feate no!bing, am not J Sim Eyre ? 
Is not Sim Eyre Loꝛd Patios of London: feare nothing Roſe, 
let them ſap all what thep can, daintie come thou to mee, 


lingheſt thon ? 


Wife, God mp Lozd ſtand her friend in what thing you 
may. 

Eyre, Why my werte Ladie Padgy, thinke pon Simon 
Eyre can foꝛget bis fine Dutch idurnepman : Novah. Fie 
A ſcene it, it ſhall neuer be caſt in my teeth, that Y was vn⸗ 
thanke full. Lady Madgy, thou hadſt neuer concred thy @4- 
racens head with this French flappe, noz loaden thy bumme 
with this farthingale, tis traſh, tramperie , vanitie , Simon 
Eyre had neuer walkt in a red p:tticoate, noz woze a chaine 
of Gold but foz mp fin: Joarnepmans Poztigues, and ſhall 
J — him! No : Pꝛince am J none, pet beate aPzincely 
minde. 

Hans, My L 02d, tis time ts part from hence. 

Eyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Madgy,take two oz tha& of my 
Pie · ccuſt eaters y Byffe-{crkin varlets, that doe walke in 
dlacke gownes at Simon Eyres heeles, take them good Ladle 
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Madgy, trip and go, my bzowne Queene of Perriwigs, with 
wy delicate Roſe, em» folly Rowland fo the Bauop, ſ@ them 
linkt, countenance the marriage, and when it is done, cling 
cling together, you Paiibozow Turtle Dones, Ile beare vou 
ont, come to Simon Eyre, come dwell with we Hans, thou 
ſhalt eate minc'o pies, and marchpane. Roſe, away cricket, 
trip and goe, my t at y Padgy to the Sanoy, Hans, wed, ans 
to bed, kiſſe and away, go baniſh. 

Wife. Farewell my Lozd, 

Roſe. Make baft ſwe:t loue, 

Wife. @heede laine the det were done, 

Hans, Come my [wet Roſe, faſter than Dert wle ran, 

Exeunt. 

Eyre. Goe, v mich, vanich, snant J lap: by the Lozd of 
Lndgate,it's a mad liſe to be a Lozd Pato, it's a ffirring life, 
a fine lite, a beluet life, a carefoll life. Meli Simon Eyre, pet 
ſet a geod face an it, in the honour of Saint Hugh. Soft, the 
king this day comes to dine withme,to ſer mp new buildings, 
his maie ſtie is welcome, hee ſhall haue good chcere, vnelicate 
c<&re, p;incely tha re. his day my fellow pꝛentices of Lon ; 
don co we is dine with me to, they ſhal haue fine chiere gentle 
man like chere. I pꝛomiſed the mad Cappadoflans, u hen we 
all ſerued at the Conduit together, that if cuer A tame to bee 
Paioz of Kon ou, I would fealt them all, and i ie dot, ile dot 
by tte life of Pharaoh, by this beard Sim Eyre will be no flin- 
cher. Beſides, J haut pzocured, that bpon cuery Sbzonetuc(- 
dap at the ſound of toe Pancake beil, my fiae dapper Aſſirian 
lads ſhall clap bp their ſhop windowes, and away,this is the 
dap, and this t ay they ſhall dit, they ſhall dot. boyes, that day 
are pou fre, let ma iſtets cars, and pʒentiz es ſhall pzay foz Si- 
mon Eyre. ö | 

Ente / Hodge,Firke,Raph, and five or ſix Shoomakers, 
+ all with cudgels,or ſuch weapons. 

Hodge. Come Rafe, ſtand to it Fike; my maſters, as woe 
are the baus blods of the Shoomakers, heires apparant to 
Saint Hugh, und perpetuall benefactszs to all god fcllowes: ' 
thou halt hane no w;ong: Were Hammen aKing of Spades, 
be ſhould not delue in thy cloſe * thp laferance.; — 
" : 3 tr 
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tell me Rafe,art thou ſure tis thy wife z 

Rafe, Am A ſure'this is Firke ? Ty(s moming when 1 
gront an der hon, I laut vpan her, and ſhe vpo1 m2e, any 
fgh-d; akt we if emer I knew one Rafe. Bes ſaid J foz dis 
fake.ſat? ſhe (teates tand ing in her eyes) and fog thou arf 
ſomewhat like vim, ſpend this pæce of goid : J tocke it: my 
lame leg, and my tragell beyon? ſea in ide me valinowne, all 
is one fo that, · vu. ſh&s mine, | 

Firke. Did ſhee gine thee this geld? O glozions glittering 
gold: ſh vs thine owne, tis thy wife, and ſhre loues to, foz 
Jie ſtand tost, there's no woman will gin gold to any man, 
but ſhe thinkes better of him than ee thinkes of them (hee 
giues (acr to:and fo; Hammon, neither Hainmon noꝛ Bangs 
man ſhall w2ong thee in London: Js not our old Paſter Eyre 
Lo2d Paioz ? Speake mp hearts. 

All. Yes. and Hammon ſhall know it to his coff, 

Enter Hammen his man, and lane, and others. 

Hodge. Peace my bulties,yonder they come. 

Rafe. Stand tot my hearts, Firk, let me ſpeake firſt. 

Hodge. No Raft, let me: Hammon , Whither away (s 
gorelp 2 

Ham. Unmannerly rue flage, what's that to thee z 

Firk. A him fir : pes fir, and to me, and others: god moz- 
row lane, how doft then 7 good Logd, how the 1wazlo is chan- 
ged with pou, Gad be thanked. 

Ham. Uiliaines,hands off, how darc yon touch my lone * 

All. Atitaines: downe with them, ccy clu os fo; pzentiſes, 

Hod. Hold, mn hearts: touch het Hinton pad and moze 
than that, weele carrie her awap with vs. Mp maiſters and 
gentlemen, neuer dzaw pour biro ſpits.ſh 10makers are ſteela 
to toe bac nin enerp inch of them all ſpirit. 

Allof Hammons lide. Mell, and what of all this? 

Hod. Jus hem on: lane, dooff thou ku this man ? tis 
Rate i can tell thee: nay, tis he in faith, though be bel umd by 
toe wacres, pet look? not ſtrange, but tun to him, fold him as 
baut the necke a M kiffe him. 

lane. Luis then m daſvany n me go, 
ö eee m Rafe. 
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Ham, What meanes my lane? | 
Jane, Nay, what meant pon to tell me he was flaine? 
Ham, Pardon me deare loue foz being miſled, 

Twas rumozd here in London thou wert dead. 

Firke, Thon (&ft he lines : Laſſe, go packe home with him? 
now ꝙ. Hammon, wheres pou miu ris your wife? 

Serv. Swounds P.fgbht toz her, will pon thus loſe her? 

All. Downe with that creature, clubs, dont with him. 

Hodge. Hold, hold. 

Ham. Hold fole ; ſirs he ſhall do no wꝛong, 

Will my lane leaue me thus, and bzeake her faith? 

Firke. Yes ſir, ſhe muſt fir ſhe ſhall ſir, what then? mend it. 

Hodg. Pearke fellow Rafe , follow my counſell, ſet the 
wench in the middef,and let her chuſe her man, and let her 
be his woman, 

Tane. Whom ſhould I chuſe ? whom ſhould my thovghts 
But him whom Peanen hath made to be mp lone (affect? 
Thou art mp hul band, and theſe humble weedes, 

Makes the meꝛe beautifull than all his wealth, 
Therefoze J wil! but put off his attice, 
Returning it into tbe owners hand, 

And ener after be thy tonſtant wife. ' 

Hodge. Not a ragge lane, the law's on our fide, bee that 
fowes in another mans ground fozfeits his barueff, get thee 
home Raph, follow him lane, heeſhall not haue ſo much as a 
buſke point from the. 

* Firke. Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances ars thine 
owne, Hammon, loke not at het. 

Seru. O (wounds no. 

Firke, Blew coate be quiet, weele give you a newltnerie 
elſe, weele make Sbꝛone Tueſday Saint Georges day foz 
pon: locke not Hammon, leare not, Ite firke pou, foz thy 
head now, one glance, one ſheepes eve, any thing at her, 
tonch not a ragge, leſt J and my bzethzen beate you to 
clowtes. | 
Ser. Come maiffer Hammon, theres no ffrining dee. 
Ham, Good fellotdes here me ſpeake : and hene Rate, 


Whom J haue iniured molt by loning lane, — $ 
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Parke what J offer the: herein faire gold, 
Is twentie pound, Ile giae it foz thy lane, 
Ak this content thee not, thou m all haue moze. 

Hedge. Sell not thy wife Rafe, make her not a whoze, 

Ham. Sap, wilt thou fr&ly ceaſe thy tlaime in her, 
And let her be my vile / 

All. Ho, do not Raph. 

Raph. Sirra Hammon Hammon, doſt thou thinke a heoe- 
maker ia (9 baſe,to be a bawd to his o cn wife fo2 c6modity ? 
take thy gol d, choake with it: were J not lame, I weuld maks 
the cate thy woꝛds. 

Firke. d ſh oomaker ſell his fleſh and blood, oh indignitte ! 

Hodg. Sir ra, take vp pour pelſe, and be packing. 

Ham. J will not touch one pennte, but in lie w, 

Ot that great wꝛong Aofered thy lane ? 

Co lane and the J giue that twentie pound, 

Since Jbanefaild of her, during my life, 

JI vow no woman elſe ſhall be my u ite: 

Farewell good fellowes of the gentle trade, 

Ps ix mozning mirth mp mourning day bath made. Exit. 

Firke. Torch the gold creature if you dare, p are beſt be 
trudging: hore lane take thou it now lets home my hearts. 

_ Stay, who comes hers ? lane, an againe with thy 
maſke, 

Enter Lincolne,L.Maior,and ſeruants. 
Lin. Poavers the lying varlet mockt vs (9, : 
LM. Came hither firra. p 

Firke. J fir, Jam firra pon meane me, do pon not: 

Linc. Where is my Nephew married? 

Firke. Is he married : God gine him top, I am glad of it: 


| they haue a faire dar, and the figne is ina god Planet, Mars 


in Venus. | 
L. Ma. Uiltaine, thou told me that my daughter Roſe, 
This moznmg ſhould be married at Daint Faichs, | 
Wee bane watcht thers theſe thz& houres at the leaff, 
Yet ſee we no ſach thing. | 
Firke. Truely I am ſozry fozt,a Byzide's a pzettie thing. 
Hodge, Come te the purpoſe, yonder's the Bude and 
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looks fo; J hope: thengh —.— 
women, 


Foun nt to by your authozitte men 
are you ? 
L. Ma. Md di my danghter's maſkf, 


Lin. Ccue, and my nephew, 

To hide dis guilt, counterfeits him lame. 
_ =_ . Yea truely,God helys the p eule, they are lane 
d. 

L. Ma. Ile eas her blindnefe, 

Lin. Ile his la men Ce cur. 

Firke. Lye downe firs, and laugh, y fellow Raph is taken 
fo; Rowland Lacy, and lane faz miſtris damaſke — this is 
all my knauerte. 

L. Ma. Mhat haue Y found pou minton 7 

Lin. O baſe wzefch, 
Nay hide thy face. the hozroz of thy guilt 
Can hardly be waſht off: where are thy powers ? 

What battells haue you made? O pes I ſe, 
Thou fought@> with ſhame, and ſhame hath conquer d the ; 
This lameneſſe will not ſerue. 

L. Ma. Unmaſke pour ſelfe. 

Lin. Lead home daughter. 

L. Ma. Cie pour hence. 

Raph. Bente, ſwounds, what meane you : are you madeY 
hope pou cannot enfozce my wile from mie, wher's Hammon? 

L.Ma. Pour wife? 

— gn Hammon ? 
| Pea my Wife, and therefo2e the pzoudeff of vou that 

lates — on her firſt, Ile lay my Crutch — ma pate. 
Firke Co him lame Raph, here's bzane 

Raph. Roſe tall you her e why her name ER 
elſe, da pou know her now ? 

Lin. Is this your danghter ? 

L. Ma. No nos this pour nephets : 

By Lo3d of Lincolne, we ars both abaſ d, 

Dy! — — variet. 1 
it fo;ſeoth no darlet, foz(oth ns baſe, fozſoth 
but moans, not — IL 
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L. Ma. Where is my daughter Roſc? where is my child e 
Linc. Where is my Hi phew Lacy maried? 
Firke: Why here is god lac't mutton as J pꝛomiſt you. 
Linc. Uillaine Ile haue the puniſht foz this wong. 
Firke, Buntl the Journepmman vill aine, but not the Jonr- 
neymim Shomaker. Enter Dodger, 
Dodg. My Lozd, J come to bzing vnwelcem newes, 
Pour Nephew Lacy, and pour daughter Roſe, 
Carely this mozning wedded at the Sauop, 
None being pꝛeſent but the Lady Papzefſe : 
Beſides J learnt*mong the Dfficers, 
The Lozd Pais? vowes to ſtand in theit defence, 
GiinkT any that ſhall ſ&ke to croſſe match, 
Lin, Dares Eyre the Shomaker vphold the dard 
Firk. Pes ſir, Þtomakers dare and in a womans quarrel 
J warcavt as deere as anottcr,and deeper tw. 
Dod. Beſit ts his Grace to day dines with the Papoz, 
W1:o on his knees hrmblp intends to fall, 
Aud beg a pardon foz pour Nephew fault. 
Lin, But Ile pꝛeuent him,ceame Dir Roger Otley, 


The King will doe vs Juſtice in this cauſe, 


How ere their hants haue made them we" and wife, 

I will diffopre the match, oz loſe my lite. Excunt. 
Firk, Adue Mounſieur Dodger, farewell foles, ha, ha. 

Oh if they had ſtaid J would haue ſo lamb'd them with flouts 

O heart, my Codpecce-pcint is ready to flxe in paces euer p 

time J thin ke vpon miſtris Roſe, but let that paſſe, as my La» 

die Payzelle ſaler., 

Hodge This matter is anſwerd : come Raph, home with 
thy wife, come my fine Sbomskers, lets to our maſters the 
new Lozd apo, and the re ſwagger this Shꝛout Tueſt ap, 
Je ＋ pou wine enough, foʒ Madge kepes the Seller. 

All. O tate 1 Madge is a god wench. 

Firk. And Jle pꝛomiſe yon meat enough, ſoꝛ fimpzing Suſan 
keeps the Larder.Jle lead pon to bictnals my bꝛane ſouldiers, 
tolle w penr Captaine, D bzaue, harke, harke, Bell rings. 
= The Pancake bell rings, the Pancake bell,triill my 

darts. 


Firke 


the Gentle Craft, 


Firke. Db) wirt bell, O delicate Pancakes, open 
the doe my hearts, and ſhut vp the wiadewes, ape in the 
houle, let ont the Pant akes, oh rare my hearts, lets march to 
gether foz the honoz of . Hugh, to the great new hall in G :a- 
— 5 cozner, which our Paſter the nes Lozd Paioz 
bath built. 

+ Rafe. © the crew of god fellowes that will dine at my 
L 02d Pato2s coſt to day. 

Hodge. The Lozd Maioꝛ is a moſt bzane man, h»w ſhall 

Pꝛentiſes be bound to pzay fo him and the hanoz of the Gen- 
tlemen Syoemakers ? lets ſeed and bee fat with mp Loe 
Patozs bonntle, 
i Firke, O muſicall Bell fill ; O Hodge, O my bzethzen; 
there's cy&re fo; the Heauens, veniſon paſties walke vp and 
do was Piping hot line Serieants ; Bete and bzewes comes 
marching in dzifattes, fritters and pane2zes come trowling 
in whe&le-barrowes, hens and ozenges hopping in Pozters 
baſkets collops and egges in ſcuttles,and trarts and cuſtards 
comes quanering ia mait ſhzuels. 


Enter more Prentiſcs, 

AH. Mhoop,loke here, 

Hodge. Bow now mad lads whither away ſo faſt : 

1. Pren. Whither ? why to the great new Mall, kast you 
not why the Lo2zd Pats? hath bidden all the pzentiles in 
London to bzeakfaſt this mozning, 

All. Oh bzaue Shomaker, oh bzaue Lo2d of incompzeben- 

fible good fellowſhip; whoo, hearke pon, the Pancake-Bell 
rings. | alt yp Caps, 
Firk. Nay moi my hearts, euerie Syzone-fueſdap is our 
peart of Jubile : and when the Pancake - Bell rings, wes are 
as irie as my Load Paioz, wee may ſhut vp our ſhoppes and 
make holiday: Ale haue it cal'o BSatut Hughs Yoltoap. 

All. Agrird, agrird, Saints Hughes Yolidap. 

Hodge. 1nd this ſhall continue foz euer. 

All. Oh bzans ; come come my hearts. away, away. 

Firke. O eternall credit to vs ot the Gentle Cratt, march 
N HD 2 Enter 


— D— 


A pleaſant Comedie of 


Enter the King and his traine ound e ſtage. 
King. Js our L02d Paioz of London ſuch a gallant z 
Nobleman. Dne of the merrieſt madcaps in pour Land, 

Your Grace will thinke when you behold the man, 

Pes rather a wild Ruffian than a Paioz i 

Pet thus much Jle enſure pour Mateſtie, 

In all his s&ions that conterne his Kate, 

Be is as ſerious, pꝛouident, and wile, 

As fall of grauitie amongft the graue, 

As any Patio; hath bien this mary peares. 

King. J am with child till J behoto this buffe-cap, 

But all my doubt is when we come in pzcſence, 

His madneſſe will be dacht cleane ont of countenance. 
Noblem. Jt may beſomy Liege, 

Let ſome one giue him notice tis gur pleaſure, 

Trat he put on his wonted mertiment: . 

Set fozward. All. On afoze. Exeunt: 


Enter, Eyre, Hodge, Firke, Raph, and other Shoomakers, 
all witk napkins on their ſhoulders. 

Eyre, Come my fine Hodge, my tolly Gentlemen Shoma- 
kers, ſoft, where be theſe Caniballes, theſe barlets mp ofi- 
ters, lot them all walke and wait vpon my bzethzen, foz my 
meaning is, that none but Stmakers, nons but the liueris 
of my Companie (hall in their (attin hasds walt vpon the 
trencher of my Soueraigne. 

Firke. O mp Lozd, it will be rare. 

Eyre. No mote Firke come liucly, let 
tiles want no chere, et wine be plentifull re, and bere 
as water, hang theſe pem pinching fathers,thatcram wealth 
— Lambes ſkinnes, rip knaues, avant, loke to my 

8. 


Hodge. y L oꝛd. we are t our wits end foz rome, thoſe 
hundzed Clos will uot feaſt the fourth part of them. 

Eyre. Then couer me thoſe hundzed Lablcs againe ond a. 
naine, till all mp iolly pzentiſcs bee feaſted : anoyd Hodge, 
ruanc Raph, frilke about my nimble Firke, carowſe mes fa- 


r fellow pꝛen- 


% 


— * — 
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the Gentle Craft. 


dome dealths fo the horovr of host ne kers, dex dz(nke 
liuely Hodge ? da they tickle it Firke? wo 

. Firke, Tickle it e ſome of them haue faken their liquoz ſtan⸗ 
ding ſo long, that they can ſtand no longer: but fog meat they 
would eat ut and they had it. 4 I" 571 

Eyre, Mant they meate ? where's this ſwag - belly, this 
greaCe kitchingſtuffe coke,call the varlet to me: want meat? 
Firke, Hodge, lame Rafe, runne my tall men, beleaguer the 
Shambles, all Eaf-cheape, ſerne mee whole Dron in 
Chargers, and let Sh&pe whine vpon the tables like Pigs, 
foz want of god fellowes to tate them. Want meat? vaniſh 
Firke,anant Hodge. | 

Hodge. pour Lo2d{hip miſtakes my man Firke, he meancs 
their bellies want meate not the bonds, foʒ they haus dzunke 
fo much they can eat nothing. 

Enter Hans, Roſe, and wife. 

Wife: Whereis mp L 03d ? 

Eyre, Bow now Lady Madgy. 

Wife. The Kings moſt excellent Maieſtie is new tome, he 
ſends me foz thy honoz,one of his moſt wozthipfull Pers bay 
me tell thou muff be mert ie, and ſo fozth t but let that paſſe, 

Eyre. Is mp Soueraigne tome? vaniſh my tall <omakers, 
my nimble bꝛethzen, loke to my gueſts the p2entiſes ; pet ap 
a little, how now Hans, how lokes mp little Roſe ? 

Hans. Let mercqueſt pon to remember me, 

I knglw pour hono2 cafily map obtaine, 

Fre pardon from the King oz me and Roſe, 

And tecontile me to mp Uncles grace, 

Eyre. Yane done nip good Hans, my honeff iourneyman, 
looke therrtly, Ile fall vpon both my knees till they be as ha- 
as bhozne, bu! Ile get thy pardon, 1 

Wife, Good my Lozd haue a care what you ſpeake to' his 
Grace, 

Eyre. Away pon Jfflington Whitepot, bonce you hopper- 
arſe, vou Barley pudding full of maggots yon hold Carbo- 
nada, auant, anant, anoyd Pephiſtophilas : ſhalt Sim Eyre 
learne to ſpeak of yon Ladie Madgy ? baniſh Mother Pineuer 


Cap, vaniſh,30s, trip and go, 11 wity pour plattcrs — 
3 vou 


— — — — — — ͥ . —L—y — 


A pleaſant Comedy of 
gaur piſheriepaſherie, yor fiewes and pour Whtcliglgs,go, 
rab out ot mine alley: Sim Eyre know2s hon toſpeaks ts 6 

aps, to Sultan Solymm, to Tamberlaine and he wers here! 
and ſhail Im At, ſhall J dzoopobefoze my Soneraigus - no, 
come my Ladie Midgy, follow me Hans, about pour buſines 


my kcolicke freeboters 2 Firke, friſke about, and about, and 


about ko; the honour- of mad Simon Eyre, Lozd Paioz of 
London, 
Firke. Yep fo2 the honour of Shomakers. Exeunt. | 
Along flouriſh or two, enter the King, Nobles, Eyre, his Wiſe, 
Lacy,Roſe: Lacy and Roſe kneele, 
King. Mell Lacy, tyough the fact was verie foule, 

Ok pour renolfing from our Ki7gly lone, 

And your owne dutie, pet we pardon pon, 

Riſe both, and Piſtris Lacy, thanks my Le Pati 13 

fo vour young bjidegrome hers. 

Eyre. So mp deere Liege, Sim Eyre and wp bꝛethzen the 
Gentlemen Syzomakers ſhall ſet vour (wat ꝙ lieſties im ie 
cherke by fole by Saint Hugh, foz this honour you haue done 
poe Simon Eyre, I beſ&ch pour Grace pardon my rude be- - 
baniour, I am a handie crafts man, yet my heart is without 
craft,J would beſozrie at mp ſoule tyat mo boldueſſe ſhould 
offend my my 

King. Nay, A pꝛay the god Lo Paioz,be enen as merry 
us (f thou wert among thy ſhomakers, a 
At does me go to ſe the in this humour. 

Eyre. @aift thou me ſa my ſw t Diocleſian ? then humpe, 
Pzlnce am J none, pet am J ÞPzincely bozne,by the Loza of 
IAndgate my Liege, Ale be as merrie as a Pie. 

Kin, Tell me in faith ma» Eyrc,how old thou art. 

Eyre. Pp Liege, a verie bop, a ſtripling, a ponker, pon 

fie not a white hatre o1 my heap, no2 a gray in this bearo, 

enery halre A aſſure thy Maieſtis that ſtickes in this bzard,} 
Sim Eyte vatewes at the King of Babilons canſome, Tamar 

Chams bzard was a ruvbing buch tot, pet Ile ſhane 

— = and Taff: tenniſe balles with it to pleaſe mp bully 

1g. | 
Kiug. Bat all this while A de not know your age, 


Eyre. 


the Gentle Craſt. 


Eyre. Mp Liege, JI am ſixt andfiftp yeareold, yet 1 cams 
cry bumpe, with a ſound heart, foz the honour of aint Hugh: 
marke this old wench mp King, J davunr't the Shaking of ih 
Sh&ts with her fire and thirtie peares agoe, and pet A hope 
to get two oz tha Lozd Papozs ere A die: am buſty till, Sim 
Eyre fill: care & cold lodging bzings white hatres. Py ſwet 
aieſtp, let care vanicb, eaſt it vpon thy Nobles, it will make 
the loke alwaies pong lrke Apollo, and cty hampet Pince 
am J none, yet am J Pzincely bazne. 

King. Ma, ha, ſay Cone wall, didit thou euer ſ& his like ? 

Noblem. Not Imp Lo2d, 


Enter Lincolne and Lord Maior. 

King. Lincolne what ncwes with you ? 

Linc. Pp gracions Lo2d haut care vnto your ſclfe, 
Foz there are Traitozs here. 

All. Traito2s where? who? ns 

Eyre. Traito:s in my houſe? Sod fozbid, where be my Pa 
ters? Ile ſpend my ſdule ere mp King f#le harme. 

King, Whereis the Traito; Lincolne? 

Lin. Bere. he ſtands, ' 

King, Cornewall, lap hands on Lacy: Lincolne ſpeake, 
What canft thou lay vato thy Nephewecs charge ? | 

Lin, This mp deare Liege, pour Orace to doe me honour, 
Meapt on the head of this degenerous boy, 
Deſertlcffe fonours,you made chopce of him, 
To be Commander oner powers in France, 
Bat he: 

King. God Lincolae,p1eth& pauſe a while, | 
Cucn in thine eyes I read what thou wouldſt ſpeake, 
A know how Lacy did negle tt our lone, 
Ran hiraſelfe dæply (in the higheſt degre) 
Into vile treaſon, | 

Liac. Is he not a Traitoz? 

King. E incolne, he was,now haue we pardoned him, 
'T was not a baſe want of true valours fire 
That held him ont of France, but loues deſtre. 

Linc, I will not beare his Game vpon wy bare. 


King; 


A pleaſent Comedy of 


King, Are they not married e . 
Linc. N13 my Liege. 
Both. Me are. 
Kin. Shall I dinozce them then? © be it farre, 
That any hand on earth ſhould dars vatie 
CTye ſacred knot knit by Gods Paieſtie , 
A would not foz my Crowne diffoine their hands, 
Chat are conioin'd in holie nupti all bands: 
How ſai ſt thou Lacy,wouldſf thou loſs thy Koſc ? 
Hans. Not fez all JUndlans wealth, my Weueraigne. 
King. But Roſe Y'meſareher Lacy would fo2goe. 


Roſe, It Roſe wore aſkt that queſtion o d (ay no. 


King. Poa hearethem Lincolne. - 
Lin. Pea mp liege J doe. 
Kin, And canſt thou find in heart to part theſe tws ? 
Who (#kes bell des pou to dinozce theſe ldners ? 
L. Ma. Jo (my gratious Lo) J am ber father. 
Kin. Sit Roger Ocley,our laſt Maio; A thinke. 
Nob. The ſame my Liege. 
Kin, Would pon offend Lones lawes ? 
Well pou ſhall haue pour wills; yon ſued to me 
Co pꝛohibit the match: Soft, lot me ſ@, 
Poa both are married, Lacy art thou not 
Hans. I am dzead Soorcraigne, 
King. Then vpon thy life, 
1 charge tha not to call this woman wife. 
L.Maior. A thanke pour Grace, 


Roſe. O my molt gratious Lozd, kneelJ, 


Kin. Nay Roſe neuer woe me, I tell you true, 
Although as yet J am a Batcheloz, 
Pet J belteue I Hall not marrie pou. 

Roſe. Can you dinide the bodie fromthe ſoule, 
Pet make the bodie line? 

Kin, Pes ſo pzofound : 
A cannot Roſe, bat you J mut dine, 


Faire 


— — — 
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Fairemaid this Bzidegrome cannot bs your Bytdo, 
Ars you pleaſd —— ? 
=_ Yes my Lo2d. 
g- Theremu my heart be tan, 
Fazertit me, my conſcience lines in paine, 
Till theſs whom A dinoze's be foyad againe: 
Lacy gine me thy hand,Roſe lend me thine, 
Be what yon would bs: kite now: ſo,thats ine, 
At night (Louers) tobed : not let me \&, 
Which of you all miflikes this harmony 

| 1 hs Will you then take from me my child perfozce ! 
. Why tell me Ocley ſhines not Lacies name, 
22 1 — beumes 
Df any Citizen, 

Lin. Pea but my gracious Lozd, 
I voe millike — — 
Per blood is t te baſs. 

King. Lincolne ng moze. 
Dol thou not know, that loue reſpects no bled? 
Cares not foz difference of birth oz tate, 
The maid is pong, well bozne, faire, vertusus, 
A woz:hy bzide foz any Gentleman: 
Beſides your Nephsw foz ber ſake did fops 
Lo bare neceCitie; and as A heare, 
Fozgetting honozs and all conrtly pleaſares, 
To gaine her lone became a Shomaker : 
As foz tde honoz which he loft in France, 
Thus A redemeit : Lacy kne&le the downe, 
Ariſe Mit Rowland Lacy: tell me now, 
Cell me in earneſt Otley canf thou chids ; 
Sting thy Roſc a Lady and a Bzide. 

I. Ma. A amcontent with what your Grace hath dons, 

Lin. And J my Liege ſince there's no remedy. 

King. Come on then, all ſhake hands, Jle haut you friends 
Where there is much lone, all diſcozy ends: 


2 ————— EA 
yre. D my Liege, — — done to n 
Journeyman pere, Rowland 


d Lacy,aud all thoſe cauors which 
I you 


— 
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you haue ſholyne to me this day in my pose houſe, will maks 
Simon Eyre lius longer by one dozen. of warme Dummers 
moze then he ſhould. . 

King. Nap my mad Toꝛd Savon, (that ſhall be thy name) 
I? avy grace of mine can length thy life: 

Onc hons; m22e Ile doe thee, that new building, 
Which at thy coſt in Coanehill is erected, 
Shall take a name from va, weele baus it cal'o, 
The Leaden Pal, vecaule in digging it, 
Pon found the lead that coucreth the ſame. 

Eyre, J tbanke pour Paieſty. 

Wite. God blefſe pour Grace. 

King. Lincoine, a wszd with pon. 

Enter, Hodge, Firke, and more Shoomakers, ? 

Eyre. Pow now my mad knaues ? Peace, ſpeake ſoftly, 
render is the Bing. | 

King. With the old frope which there we kept in pay, 
We will incozpozate a now ſapply: 

Befoze one Summer moze paſſe 0ze my bead, 
France ſhall repent England was injured, 
What are thoſe ? 
Hans, All Shomakerg my Liege, 
Sometimes my fellowes, in their companie, 
Jiu d as merry as an Em pero. 
King. Py mad Lord Papoz, are all theſe @homakers ? 
Eyre. All @homakers my Liege, alt Gentlemen of the Ge 
tle Craft, true Zropans, conragions Cozdwatners, ther all 
knecle to the ©hzine of holy Saint Hugh. 

All. God ſaue pour Paieſty. 

King. Pad Simon, would they any thing with vs? 

Eyre. Mum mad knaves not a wozd, Je dot, J warrant 
pou. They are all Begers my Licge,all foz themſeſues ano'J 
fo; them all, on both my knees doe intreat, that to the honoz 
of pe Simon Eyre, andthe god of his B2ethzen theſe mad 
au ines, pour Grace would bouct late ſome pꝛiuiledg to m 
new Leaden- all, that it may ve la wfull foz vs ts buy and ſell 
Leatt et there two de ves iu a make. 

King. Pad Sim, A ant yourlute, abe Patent 


— 


ä e Craft. . 
— — two —— in — 
- Doridales and Kridaies, thoſe Wall be s; 
Will this content pon : * 

All. Jeſus bleffe pour Grace, 

Eyre. In the name of theſe my poꝛe bzethzen h@omakers, 
J moſt humble thanke your Gract. But befoze Jriſe, ſing 
pon are in the giuing veine, and wee in the begging, grart 
Sim Eyre ons bene moze. 

Kin, What is it my Lozd Main. 

Eyre, Wouchſafe to taſt of apozs Banquet, thats ſwetly 
waiting foz your ſweet pzeſence. 

King. JI ſhall vndes the Eyre, only with this 
Alreadie haus I bene te (roubleſome, 


Eyre. O mp dere King, Sim Eyre cannot ſap ſo; bpon 3 


day of cbꝛeuing which J pꝛomiſt to all the merrie Pzentiſes 
of London: fo; an't pleaſe pon when J was pzentiſe 

I bare the water -tankard, and mp coat 

Sits not a whlt the wozſe vpon mo backe: 

And then boon a mozning,fome mad boyes 


(It was Shzone-tueſday,cuen as tis now) 
Gane me mp Bzeakfaſt, and J ſwoze then by the fopple of 


my Tankerd, if euer J came to be Lozd Piz of London, J 
would feaſt tte Pzentiſes. This dap my Leige J did it, and 
the lanes had an hund2ed Tables five times couered, they are 
gone homes and vanilbe. 
Pet adde moze glo: ie to the Gentle Trade, 
TK aft of Eyres Banquet Simon's happie made, 
King. J will taſt of thy Barquet,and will ſay, 
J bane not met mo2e pleaſure on a dap; 
Friends of the Gentle Craft,thanks to pon all, 
Thanks my kind Lady Pairefſe fo2 our chers: 
Come Lo, ds a while lets reaell it at home. 
When all our woꝛt s ano banguettings are done, 
We mult right wzongs which Frenchmen haut begun. 


FINIS. 


— 


